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ADVERTISEMENT. 
ax following is a ſelection of ſuch fugitive poems 
printed very lately either ſeparately or in miſcel- 
anies, as ſeemed deſerving of a republication. It was 
not the deſign of the Editor to publiſh any original 
Doem, or any that has a place in the collection by 
Dodſley, or that have been publiſhed in the works of 
any modern authors collected by themſelves. To the 
wo firſt conditions he has adhered invariably: and 
alſo to the laſt, in ſo far as he knows, except in two 
nſtances. He acknowledges that he has inadvertently 
publiſhed two poems that have been already collected 
dy their reſpective authors. The poems are ſhort : the 
miſtake was obſerved too late to admit of alteration : 
and he acknowledges moreover, that it is a miſtake 
hich he would have corrected with reluftance,— 
Notwithſtanding conſiderable pains taken in this ſe- 
lection, the Editor will not venture to affirm that 
any work to which he has given a place, is entirely 
aultleſs, He has ſtudied however to pleaſe the taſte 
of various readers: and he has been ſolicitous that 
very poem ſhould have ſome particular merit, either 
of fancy, paſſion, ſentiment, or humour, or of ele- 
gance in the ſtructure and expreſſion. The rule that 
he has himſelf obſerved, and by which he wiſhes to be 
tried, is well expreſſed by Horace: 


Ubi plura nitent in carmine non ego paucis 
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ENTLE river, gentle river 
Aleanzor and Zayda 


he Tears of Scotland 

de to Independence 

Ide to Leven wafer 

Prayer for Indifference 

pe Man of Sorrow S226 

Ie Entail. A fable i L gh. at 
de to the Atheiſt 


ife. An ode Lari tust, i at. Ge 


evening addreſs to a nightingale I 
he Hermit 
:tirement 2 
arge of a Biſhop to de of his Dioceſe 
ncan. A fragment 
0.a Lady, with a pair of gloves ben, 
e Recantation. An ode $0233.65 
Ne on the approach of Summer —— 
inter. A fragment. 2} 
Peſence. To a young gentleman 
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GENTLE RIVER, GENTLE RIVE R. 
TRANSLATED r run 8 PAN i, | 
FIRST n zyY Mx, PERCY. 
ENTLE river, gentle ri river, 3 1 


5 Lo, thy ſtreams are ſtain'd with bee, 55 : es 5 
is any a brave and noble captain 


FPloats along thy willow 4 ſhore. | 
1. uIl beſide thy limpid waters,” EE uh SL 
All beſide thy ſands fo bright. . 
oorith Chiefs and Chriſtian Warriors 5 | 
Join'd in-fierce and mortal fight. 
ords, and dukes, and noble princes 
On thy fatal banks were ſlain: 
Fatal banks that gave to ſlaughter 


All the pride and flower of Spain. 


here the hero, brave Alonzo 
Full of wounds and gloty died: 4 


here the fearleſs Urdiales 
Fell a victim by his fide. 
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; | Lo! where yonder Don Saavedra Re 

Mi Thro' the ſquadrons flow retires; 

+4 Proud Seville, his native city, 3 alt 

| Proud Seville his worth admires. . Fo ES 0 
Cloſe behind a renegado 


Loudly ſhouts with taunting cry x 
Yield thee, yield thee, Don Saavedra, 
Doſt thou from the battle fly.? 


Well I know vhs, haughty Chriſtian, 
Long 1 liv'd beneath thy roof; | 
Oft I've in the liſts of e glory 5 
Seen thee win the prize of proof. | 


Well I know thy aged parents, 
Well thy blooming bride I know; ; 
Seven years I was thy captive, 
Seven years of pain and woe, 


May our prophet grant my wiſhes, 1 

Haughty chief, thou ſhalt be mine: 
Thou ſhalt drink that cup of ſorrow, 
Which I drank when I was thine. 


Like a lion turns the warrior, 
Back he ſends an angry glare: 
Whizzing came the Mooriſh javelin, 
Vainly whizzing thro' the air. 
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Back the hero full of fury 
Sent a deep and mortal wound: 
nſtant ſunk the Renegado, 
Mate and lifeleſs on the ground. 


ith a thouſand Moors ber, © 
Brave Saavedra ſtands at ha r 
earied out but never daunted, 


5 Cold at length the Warrior ax. 


fear him fighting great Along 
Stout reſiſts the Paynim bands; ide 

rom his ſlaughter'd ſteed diſmoun tel 
Firm intrench'd behind him ſtands. | 


urious preſs the hoſtile . Nax 1 
Furious he repels their rage; na 

oſs of blood at length Abeblse to oc fiollerat 
Who can war with thauſande . cake 75 


here yon rock the plain o erſfiadeẽw-a 

Cloſe beneath its foot retir d. 
ainting ſunk the bleeding av wan Hon 
And without a groan expir d. 


* * * * * * 
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| IL, | Lovel 


et | | To 
2 5 75 | When 
ALCANZOR AND Z AT DA. Gil 
A Moonign TAL. 
1 | ovel: 
FM1TATED 141 THE Seinen To 
When 
FIRST PUBLISHED By: MR. Panos O'e 
oFTLY blow the evening breezes, | | {Mutat 
Softly fall the dews of night: To 
Yonder walks the Moor Alcanzor, | Ppteals 
Shunning every glare of light, ' + eeti'l Thi 
In yon palace lives fair Zaida, 122 Frip-to 
Whom he loves with flame ſo pure? [WD 
Eovelieſt ſhe of mooriſſi ladies Alla“ 
He a un i > O Tell 
Waiting for the appointed —_—. Pit tri 
Oft he paces to and fro; | ol Whi 
Stopping now, now moxing Eorwiride; ; | hat ſe 
Sometimes quick, and ſometimes ſlow. Tho 
Hope and fear alternate teize him, n old 
Oft he ſighs with heart - felt care. Thy 
See, fond youth, to yonder window ut can 
Thus 


Softly ſteps the timorous fair. 
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Lovely ſeems the moogis fair luſtre 4 
To the loſt benighted ſwain, 0 

2 When all ſilvery bright ſhe riſe s 
DA. Gilding mountain, grove, and plain. . 


ovely ſeems the ſun' s full glory; $2: Lid vgs 
To the fainting ſtaman!s eyes, 820 5 1 
Vhen ſome horrid ſtorm diſferſinſ,ʒ, 

O'er the wave his radiance flies. 


But a thouſand times more loteßß on? 146) 
To her longing:lover's fight ro 4 os ih 1 

Steals half-ſeen the beanteous nmaiden 1 

Thro' the glinimerings of the nit 


Tip-toe ſtands the annious lover... 
Whiſpering forth a gentle ſi n; 
Alla“ keep thee, lovely ladʒꝛʒ bed HD. 
Tell me, am I dom d to dio? 


$ it true the dreadful ſtaſ y;; 440 
Which thy dainſtl te lls 8 #25900 56 2010.1 
hat ſedue'd by fordid riches I: Un 
Thou wilt ſell thy bloom: to age? 


n old lord from Antiquer nm I 
Thy ftern father brings along g Hi / 
ut canſt thou, inconftant Zaida,/' | 1 |! (4, 
Fhus conſent my love ta wrong? Sue 15 21 

Alla is the Mahometan name of God. 
A 3 


1 


Deeply ſigh'd the conſcious maden, 
While the pearly tears deſcend :: 1 .. 
Ah! my lord, too true the ſtory ;- ' - 
Here our tender loves muſt end. 


Our fond friendſhip is diſeover d, 
Well are known our mutual vows: 
All my friends are fall of fur; 
Storms of paſſion ſhake the houſGG. 


Threats, reproaches, fears furround me; 
My ſtern father bręeaks my heart; 

Alla knows how dear it cöſts nme, 
Generous youth, from thee to part. 


Ancient wounds of hoſtile fux 


If tis true now plainly tell!me, 
Nor thus trifle with my woes; 

Hide not then from me the ſecret, 
Which the world ſo clearly knows. 
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Long have rent our houſe and thine; 


Why. then did thy ſhining merit 
Win this tender heart of mine? 


Woll thou know'ſt how dear 1 lov'd these 
Spite of all their hateful pride, | 
Tho? I fear'd my haughty father 
Ne'er would let me be thy bride. 


* 
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well thou know'ſt what cruel chidings: - + ++ //- | 
Oft I've from my mother borne,” | 
hat I've ſuffer'd.here to meet then 


4 
4 
Still at eve and early moin 
I no longer may reſiſt them 7 


All, to force my hand combine > 
And to-morrow to thy rival ' | 
This weak frame L muſt reſigns... 


Tet think not thy faithful Zaida 4 
Can ſurvive ſo great a wrong zn: 18 
Well my breaking: heart aſſures me 


1111 That my woes will not be long. 


Farewell then, my: dear Akanzork 
Farewell too my life with thee l. | 

Take this ſcarf a parting token 
When thou wear'ſt it think on m.. 


soon, lov'd youth, ſome worthier. maiden. 
Shall reward thy generous truth; 
Sometimes tell her how thy Zaida 
Died for thee in prime of youth. 


To him all amaz!d, confounded, 
Thus ſhe did her woes impart: 

Deep he ſigh'd, then cry'd, O Zaida, 

Do not, do not break my heart. 
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Canſt thou think I thus will loſe hee? 
Canſt thou hold my love ſo ſmal Þ' - 
No! a thouſand times Plkperiſh fi 1 1 
My curſt rival too ſhall fall. 
Canſt thou, wilt thou yield thus to tlem ©: Th 
O break forth, and ſy to me!! x ; 
This fond heart ſhall bleed te fave thee,” -- 4 
Theſe fond arms ſhall thekter thee. © ſhow 


'Tis in vain, in vaing Aleanzor, | 1 1! Pay, g 
Spies ſurround ma, bars ſecu rem The pe 
Scarce I ſteal this laſt dear moment. hrouz 
While my damſtl keeps the door Ire tat And w 


Hark, I hear my father ſtorming nx et ſob 
= Hark, I hear my mother chide rs v1 1 8 ws - 
I muſt go: farewell for eve! N.eſt ch. 

Gracious Ali be thy guld ? ike m 


aobivercySidicom; vm 
| Does fo 
3 . 
: Some ſa 
\ pprov 
\ pproa 
Ibsen ine lu r 
I - 1 1 R 1 4 ; here k 
e 7 4, 37 ; 11 dan . 
33 While . 
£ ' [ i 5 


Ind ſmi 
cronoun 


MODERN WEM „ 


1. 1 e 
= 24 2 — 5 93 6 
* 4 K 
3 * 1 + 3 4x: * 
33 "oe 4 S& PH a4 3; 268. 2. 1 4 4 4 1 ( , 
f i $7 ; JT WY * 4 "KF | 11 KI g : 7 
. * o * 
P4255 S 3s * . . ; 4 * 
; 4 F 
' a % 
a _ * «3 * 
a ak 


ene 


0. in each perfection dawning on her mind. 
þ All beauty's treaſure opening on her cheek, 
ach flatt'ring hope ſubdued, each with reſign'd, 
Does gay OPAELIa this lone manſion ſeek. | | _ +» 
Say, gentle maid, what prompts thee to forſake 
- The paths, thy birth and fortune ſtrew with flowers? 
[23 hrough, nature's Kind endearing ties to break, 1 
4 And waſte in cloyſter'd walls thy penſive hours? 
Piet ſober thought reſtrain thine erring zeal, 
hat guides thy foot ſteps to the veſtal gate. 
eſt thy ſaft heart / this friendſhip bids reveal 
ike mine unbleſt ſhould mourn. like mine too late. 
Does ſome angelic lonely-whiſp'ring voice, 
Some ſacred impulſe, or ſome dream divine, 
[Approve the dictates af thy early ohoĩce 
Approach with confidence the awful ſurine. 
Prhere kneeling at yon altar's marble baſe | 
1 While ſtreams of rapture from thine eye- lid ſteal, 
And ſmiling heaven illumes thy ſoul with grace) 


eronounce the vow, thou never can ſt regeal. 


1 


Fo 
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Yet if miſled by falſe- entitled friends, 
Who ſay—“ 1 peace with all her comely train, 
From ſtarry regions to this eme deſcends, 


And holds it fla mint to each virtin breaſ. 


aut fin 
By frail 
Inbou 


* Smooths every frown, and ſoftens every pain: Dh ! m 
& That veſtals tread contentment's flowery lawn; hree 
% Approv'd of Innocence; by health caref: When 
That rob'd in colours bright, by fancy drawn, thou 
« Celeſtial hope fits ſmiling at-their breaſt“ _ and (t 
Suſpect their ſyren ſong and artful ſty le, Icecal! et the 
Their pleaſing founds ſome treuch' rous thought con · Nhe Pe 
Full oft does pride wir fainted voice beguile, he che 
And ſordid int'reſt wear the mafl of zeal. he bla 
A tyrant- abbeſs here perehanee may rein. he tra 
Who, fond of power, affects the imperial nod, ho ſc: 
Looks dow ditlistaful on her female tiainn le the 
Andpfäles the eloy Rer. withrawl ou ehh e ki 
Reflection ſiekens at the life-long tie, 775 2070 he gol, 
Back-glanding memory acts her bufy part, hoſe f 
Its charms the work unfolds. to faney's eye, ; 
And ſheds-tlaververrt:ow the willitab hears, > i th ble 
' Lo! Diſcord enters at the ſacred pore, 1 i My v 
Rage in her frown; and terrer on hor ereſt: hile ſa 
Even at tlie hallowed lamp ſhe lights her torch, 42 
N ca 
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zut ſince the legends of monaſtic bliſs 2 


, By fraud are fabled, and by youth believ! 'd, 
train, 
bought experience ; learn from my diſtreſs, | 
5 Dh! mark my lot, and be no more ; deceiy 'd., 
WS; hree luſtres ſcarce with haſty wing were fled,, 


hen I was. torn from every. weeping. friend, 
\ thoughtleſs victim to the temple led, DP 4 iu 
\nd (bluſh ye parents) by a father's hand. 3 


et then what ſolemn ſcenes deceiv'd.my choice? 
he pealing organ 8 animating ſound, . 
he choral virgin's captivating voice, 
he blazing altar, and the Prieſts: around ; * 


he train of youths array'd in pureſt. white, 

ho ſcatter d myrtles as I paſs' d along; 33 

he thouſand lamps that pour d a flood of dew 
he kiſs of peace from all the veſtal tbrong: 


"SJ 4 
P b -f 
L * 
* 
"oe 


he golden cenſers toſs'd APO graceful hand, 

hoſe fragrant breath Arabian odor ſhed: 
meek-eyed novices the circling band, | 
ith blooming chaplets wove around their 150 


My willing ſoul was caught in rapture's dame, 
; bile ſacred ardor glow'd i in every vein: 

Nethought applauding angels ſung my, name, 19 10 
ad heaven's unſullied glories gilt. $94 fane. 5 
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This temporary tranſport ſoon expir a, 


No dream of bliſs the dreary niglit beguiles. 


„ 1 —— 


Fy * > 


My drooping heart confeſo d a dreadful void 3 : 
Eier ſince, alas! abandon'd, uninſpir d, 385 
I tread this dome to miſery allied. 


No wakening j joy införms my fullen Vreaft, 
Thro' opening ſkies no radiant ſeraph ſmiles, | 
No ſaint deſcends to ſooth my ſoul” to reſt, 


Here Wager diſcontent fill haints my views; | 
The ſombre genius reigns in every place, 
Arrays each virtue in the darkeſt Hue, | 
Chills every prayer, and cancels every grace. 


I meet her ever in the chearleſs cell, : thoi 
The gloomy grotto and unſocial WOody - 1 at ai 

I hear her ever in the midnight bell, | at cr 
The hollow gale; and hoarſe — flood. d giv; 
This caus'd a Be 8 tender tears to flow, | hen t 
(The fad remembrance time ſhall ne'er eraſe) haſte 
When having ſeal d the irrevocable vow ain 
I haſten'd to receive her laſt embrace. d Gal 
Full-well the then preſag'd my wretched fate, cloiſte 
'The unhappy moments'of each future day: FIN dpreſs- 
When lock'd within this terror-ſhedding grate, 0 mid 


My Hs foul would pine away. 


te, 
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t ne'er did her maternal voice unfold 

his cloyſter'd ſcene in all its horror dreſt 
or did ſhe then my trembling ſteps wichhold 
Then here I-Enter'd a reluctant gueſt. 


h! could ſhe view her only child betray'd, 
nd let ſubmiſſion o'er her love prevail? 

e unfeeling prieſt why did The not upbraid? 
rbid the vow, and rend the 'hov*ring veil ? 


as! ſhe might not—her relentlefs lord 

id ſeal'd her lips, and chid her ſtreaming tear, 
anguiſh in hier breaſt conceal'd its hoatd, 

ad all the mother funk in dumb deſpair. 


thou who own'ſt a father's ſaered name, 
at act impell'd thee to this Tuthleſs deed? 
at crime had forfeiteU my Glidl claim? 6 6 
d given {oh blaſting thought) thy heart to bleed? 


hen thine injur'd child deſerve thy care, 
haſte and bear her from this loneſome gloom?! 
ain—no words can ſo6th his rigid car: S 

d Gatlia's laws have riveted my doom. 


cloiſter'd fair=—ye cenfore-breathing 1 Ants, 
gt your taunts; ana learn at length to ſpate, 
>* mid theſe holy walls” I vent my mn 

d give to ſortow what is due to pray 
5 
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I fled not to this manſion's deep receſs, 
To veil the bluſhes of a guilty ſhame, 
The tenor of an ill - ſpent life redreſs, 
And ſnatch from infamy a ſiaking name. 


Yet let me to my fate ſubmiſſive bow; 

From fatal ſymptoms if I right conceire, 

This ſtream OPHELIA has not long to flow, 
This voice to murmur, and this breaſt to hcave. 


Ah! when extended on the untimely bier 
To yonder vault this form ſhall be convey'd, 
Thou'lt not refuſe to ſhed. one grateful tear, 

And breathe the reguiem to my fleeting ſhades 


With pious footſtep join the ſable train, | 
As thro” the lengthening ile they take their way? 
A glimmering taper let thy hand ſuſtain, 

Thy ſoothing voice attune the funeral lay: 


| | | Behold the miniſter who lately gave 
| The ſacred veil, in garb of mournful hue, 
(More friendly office) bending o'er my grave, 


And ſprinkling my remains with hallow'd dew,s _ e wr 

1 | s all! 

! f | As o'er the corſe he ſtrews the rattliog duſt, think 
| The ſterneſt heart will raiſe compaſlion's ligh 3 en ſn 
Even then no longer to his child unjuſt,, * y ſwz 


The tears may trickle from a father's eye. here o 
| 4 
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BY pR. SMOLLETT. 
WRITTEN IN THR YEAR 1746. 


I 
lovax, hapleſs Catzbonta, mourn 
"Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurels torn! -/ 
y ſons, for valour long renown'd, 
e ſlaughter'd on their native ground; = 
y hoſpitable roofs no more, 
ite the ſtranger to the door; 
ſmoaky ruins ſunk they lie, 
e monuments of cruelty. 
II. 
e wretched owner ſees afar 
s all become the prey of war; 
thinks him of his babes and wife, 
en ſmites his breaſt, and curſes life. 
y ſwains are famiſh'd on the rocks, 


way 3 


EW 


here once they fed their wanton flocks: 
B 2 
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Thy raviſh'd virgins ſhriek in vain;. 
Thy infants periſh on the plain. 
| III. 
What boots it then, in every elime, 
'Thro' the wide ſpreading waſte of time, 
Thy martial glory, crown'd with praiſe, 
Still ſhone with undiminiſh'd blaze? 
Thy tow'ring ſpirit now is broke, 
Thy. neck is bended to the yoke. 
What foreign arms could never quell, 
By civil rage, and rancour fell: 
IV. 
The rural pipe, and merry lay 
No more ſhall chear the happy day: 
No ſocial ſcenes of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary winter night: 
No ſtrains, but thoſe, of ſorrow flow, 
And nought be heard but ſounds of wee, 
While the pale, phantoms of the ſlain... : 
Glide nightly o'er the ſilent plain, 
Oh baneful cauſe, oh, fatal morn, 
Accurs'd to ages yet unborg!! + 
The ſons, againſt their fathers ſtood, 
The parent ſhed his children's blood. 
Yet, when the rage of battle ceas'd,  _ 
The viQor's ſoul was not appeas'd: 
The naked and forlorn muſt feel 
Dexouring flames, and murd'ring ſtcel!. 
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| VI. | 
he pious mother doom'd to death, 
orſaken, wanders o'cr the heath, | 
he bleak wind whiſtles round her head, 
er helpleſs orphans cry for bread, 
ereft of ſhelter, food, and friend, 
he views the ſhades of night deſeend, 
Ind ſtretch'd beneath the inclement ſkies, 
eeps o'er her tender babes and dies, 

1 VII. 
Thilſt the warm blood bedews my veins, 
nd unimpair'd remembrance reigns ; 
Jeſentment of my country's fate, 
ithin my filial breaſt ſhall beat; 
nd, ſpite of her inſulting foe, 
Ly ſympathizing verſe ſhall flow, 
Mourn, heplefs Catzbonia, mourn 
Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurels torn,”* * 
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BY THE SAME. 


STROPHE, | 
ay ſpirit, INDEPsNDENCE, let me ſhare!- 
Lord of the lion-heart and ecagle-eye, 
'Thy ſteps I follow with my boſom bare, | 
Nor heed the ſtorm that howls along the &y. 
Deep in the frozen regions of the north, 
A goddeſs violated brought thee. forth, 
Immortal liberty, whole look ſublime [clime 
Hath bleached the tyrant's cheek in every varyin 
What time the iron-hearted Gaul | 
With. frantic Superſtition, for his guide, 
Armed with the dagger and the pall, 
The ſons of Woden to the feld defy'd: . 
The ruthleſs hag, by Weſer's flood, 
In Heaven's name urged the internal blow; 
And red the ſtream began to flow : | 
The vanquiſhed were baptized with blood!“ 


—— „ — 6 


Baptied with bleu] Charlemagne obliged to 
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| ' ANTISTROPHE, 4 
he canon prince in horror fled .. 
om altars ſtained:with human — 775 
nd Liberty his routed legions led 
ſafet to the bleak Norwegian ſhore... 
ere in a cave aſleep ſne lay, | 
lled by the hoarſe-· reſounding main; 
hen a bold ſavage paſt that way, 
pelled by Deſtiny, his name Diſdain... 
ample front the portly chief appear'd : 
e hinted bear ſupplyed a ſhaggy-veſt;-- 
| e drifted ſhow hung. on his yellow beard ; 1K 
beach nd his broad ſhoulders braved the: furious blaſt. 
Aopt: he gazed; his boſom glow'd, t 
| nd deeply felt |the-impretton. of her charms : 
y. 1 ſeiz d the advantage Fate allow'd; i 
| nd ſtraight compreſſed her. in his. en : 
sTROUE- | 
je Curlieu ſcreamed; the Tritons blew 
cir ſhells to celebrate the raviſhed be $5 
d Time exulted as he flew; -- bn s LG] 
nd Independence ſaw the * A 
he light he ſa in Albion's happy plains, 
here under cover of a. flowering thorn, 
hile' Philomel renewed her warbled ſtrains, 


8 


ouſand Saxon priſoners to embrace · the Chriſtian . 
igion, and immediately after they were baptizef 


[clims 
Y varyin 


nd fled for ſhelter 19 Gotrick king of Deumatks...; 


dered their throats to be cut.—Their prince Viti- 
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The auſpicious fruit of ſtoln embrace was born 
The mountain Dryads ſeized with joy, | 
The ſmiling infant to their charge conſign d; 
The Doric muſe careſſed the favourite boy; 
The hermit Wiſdom ſtored his opening _— 
As rolling years matured his age, 
He flouriſhed bold and ſinewy as his fires 
While the mild paſſions in bis breaſt away < 
The fiercer flames of his maternal fire. 
AN TISsTROraR. 
Accompliſhed thus, he winged bis way, 
And zealous roved from pole to pale, 
The rolls of right eternal to diſpla , 
And warm with patriot thoughts the aſpiring foul, 
On defart wes it was he that rais'd 4c; 
Thoſe ſpires that gild the Adriatic . 
Where Tyranny beheld amaz'd | 
Fair Freedom's temple, where ke marked her grave 
He ſteeled the blunt Batavian's arms 
To burſt the Iberian's double chains 95 


e 4 3 2 a 
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On deſart iſles—]: Ae Venice was built 
conſiderable' time before the acra here aſſig ned for t 
birth of Independence; the republic had not yet 2 
tained to any great degree of power and ſplendour. 

+" To barſt the therian's double chain.} The L 
Countries were not only oppreſſed by grievous tas 
tions; but likewiſe threatened! with the A 
of the inquiſition, when the ſeven Provinces r 
and hook of the yoke of Spain. 
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8. 
nnd cities reared, and planted farms, 

| on from the ſkirts of Neptune's wide domain: 
2 e, with the generous ruſtics, ſate | 
ns n Uri's rocks in elaſe divan; * | 
1. nd winged that arrow ſure as fate, 

14,9 Thich aſcertained the ſacred ne of man. 
STKOPHE, 7. 
| rabia's ſcorching ſands he croſt, 75 4 Ei 

There blaſted Nature pants ſupine, 
pnductor of her tribes aduſt; 


> Freedom's adamantine ſhrine; 

nd many a-Fartar hord forlorn, aghaſt, + 

> ſnatched from under fell Oppreſſion's wing: | 
d taught amidſt the dreary waſte 

e einen OY to fi Wan 


227 WT as 


* —_ 


On Uri's 32338 to the known ſtory 
William Tell and his aſſociates, the fathers and 
nders of the confederacy of the Swiſs Cantons. 
+ Arabia's ſcorchiug | ſands] The. Arabs rather 
an reſign their independency, have often abandon- 
their habitations, and encountered all-the horrors 


er gravel 


is built 
ed for ti 


t yet a the deſart. 

ndour. f And many à Tartar 3574 From x the tyranny of 
"he L ghis-Khan, Timur-Bec, and other eaſtern conque- 
ous ta rs, whole tribes of Tartars were uſed to fly into the 


blihmeißhnoter waſtes of CODE . no army could fol- 


hews. 1 
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He Virtue finds, like precious ore, 
Diffus'd through every baſer mould, 
Even now he ftands on Calvi's rocky ſhore, 
And turns the droſs of Corſica to gold. 
He, guardian genius, taught my youth 
Pomp's tinſel livery to deſpiſe: 
My lips by him chaſtiſed to truth, 
Ne er payed that homage which the heart denies, 
ANTISTROPHE. 

Thoſe ſculptured halls my feet ſhall never read, 
Where varniſhed Vice and Vanity combin d, 
To dazzle; and ſeduce, their bannets ſpread 
And forge vile ſhackles for the free - born mind. 
Where Inſolence his wrinkled front wprears;: - 
And all the flowers of ſpurious: Fancy blow: 
And Title his ill-woven chaplet wears, p 
Full often wreathed around the miſcreant's brow 9 
Where ever-dimpling Falſhood pert and vain, 
Preſents her cup of ſtale profeſſion's froth; 
And pale Diſeaſe, with' all his bloated ob. 
Torments the ſons of Gluttony and 2465 

44] '$TROPHE. 
in Bestunt's car behold that minion a 
With either India's glittering ſpoils . : 
So moves the men in A _ 

» ® And turns the roſs of ee! The noble ſtan 
made by Paſchal: Paoli and his aſſociates againſt t! 
uſurpation of the French King, muſt endear them 

all the ſons of liberty and independence. 


at bears the treaſure which he cannot taſte. 
him let venal bards difgrace the bay; 

id hireling minſtrels wake the tinkling ſtrings 
ſenſual ſnares let faithleſs Pleaſure lay; 

d all ber gingling bells fantaſtic Folly ring; 
quiet, Doubt, and Dread ſhall intervene; 

d Nature, ſtill to all her feelings juſt, 
vengeance hang a.damp on every ſcene, 

pok from the baleful pinions of Piſguſt. 


ead,  ANTISTROPHE. 
ture ru court in her ſequeſtered haunts, _ - 
— mountain, "meadow, ſtreamlet, grove, or ecll, 
nd. ere the poiſed lark his evening ditty chaunts, 
z! d Health, and Peace, and Contemplation dwell, 
-re, Study ſhall with Solitude recline; 
JG Friendihip pledge me to his fellow-ſwains; 
brow : WW Toil and Temperance ſedately twine 
"RE dk ſlender chord that fluttering Lite ſuſtains: 
| d fearleſs Poverty ſhall guard the door; 
* d Taſte unſpoiled the frugal table ſpread; 
M d Induſtry ſupply the humble ſtore; _. 
d Sleep unbribed his dews refreſhing ſhed ; 
| ite-mantled Innocence, etherial ſpright, 
: l chace far off the goblins of the night; 
ide, d Independence o'er the day preſide, 
WE pitious power | my patron and my pride. 
oble ſtan 1 e 5 
gainſt t. = 
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By THE SAME, 


d LeveN's banks, "hats free to ro, 
And tune the rural] pipe to loves 
T envied not the happieſt fwain' 
Tlrit ever trod the Arcadian plain. . bs 


Pure ſtream ! in whoſe arab wave 
My youthful limbs I wont to fave; 

No torrents ſtain thy limpid ſource; 

No rocks impede thy dimpling cotitle, EY 
That ſweetly warbles oer its bel, 
With white, round, poliſſ'd pebbles ſpread; 
While, lightly pois'd, the ſcaly brood 

Tn myriadseleave thy cryſtal flood; 

The ſpringing trout in fpeckled pride; 
The ſalmon, monarch of the tide; 

The ruth leſs pike, intent on war; 
The ſilver eel, and mot led par. 9 


r = 8 SS ths 


+ The par is a ſmall fiſh, not unlike the ſinc! | 


which it rivals in delicacy and flavour, 


ol. 
hai 
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Nrolving from thy parent lake, 
harming maze thy waters make, 
bowers of birch, and groves of pine, 
d-hedges flower'd with eglantine. 


l on thy banks fo gayly green, 
y num'rous herds and flocks; be ſeen, 
d laſſes chanting o'er the pail, 

d ſhepherds piping in the dale, 

d ancient faith that knows no guile, 

d induſtry imbrown'd with toil, 

d hearts reſolv'd, and hands prepar'd, oi 
 bleflings they enjoy to guara. 


0 W 


—— —— — —2—— — Sfͤ— d“! OO I I —üä᷑—ꝛ — Na " — — 
— 


he ſ meli 


2 M O D E R N POE MS. 


VII. 
PRAYER. FOR INDIFFERENC: = 


BY MR 8. GREVILLE, 


rr I've implor'd the gods in vain, 
And pray'd till I've been weary . 
For once I'll ſeek my wiſh to gain 
Of Oberon the fairy, 


Sweet airy being, wanton ſpright, 
Who liv'ſt in woods unſeen; 

And oft by Cynthia's filver light 
Trip'ſt gaily o'er the green; 


If ere thy pitying heart was mov'd 
As ancient ſtories tell; 

And for the + Athenian maid who lov' d, 
Thou ſought'ſt a wond'rous ſpell, 

Oh! deign once more t'exert thy power! 
Haply ſome herb or tree, 

Sov'reign as juice from weſtern flower, + 
Conceals a balm for me. | 


I aſk no kind return in love, 
No tempting charm to pleaſe ; 
Far from the heart ſuch gifts remove, 
That ſighs for peace and eaſe ! 
+ See Midſummer's night dream. 


* — * d 
9 N 
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Fg pr eaſe, nor peace, that N can e SU 241 
E NCI That, like the needle true, Aer 1156: 
2 rns at the touch of joy or woe; 
But, turning, trembles to 


r as Aiſtreſs the ſoul can wound, | 
is pain in each degree; © 
s bliſs but to a certain bound - 


Beyond—is agony. 


en take this treach'rous ſeriſe of mine, 
Which dooms me ſtill to ſmart; Tv 
ich pleaſure can to pain refine,” -: 


To pain new pangs impart. 


! haſte to ſhed thy ſov*reign' balm, 

My ſhatter'd nerves new-ſtring; 

d for my gueſt, ſerenely calm, 
he nymph, Indifference, bring! 


her approach, ſee Hope, ſee Fear, 
ce Expectation fly; 
th Diſappointment in the rear, 
That blaſts the purpos'd joy. 


e tears which Pity taught to flow, 
My eyes ſhall then diſown; | 
> heart that throbb'd for others woe, 
Phall then ſcarce feel its own. 
; i C 2 
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The wounds which now each moment bleed, 
Each moment then ſhall cloſe; + 
And tranquil days ſhall ſtill ſucceed 
To nights of ſweet repoſe. 


Oh, fairy-elf! but grant me this, 

This one kind comfort ſend; 

And ſo may never-fading bliſs. 
Thy flowery paths attend ! 


So may the glow-worm's omar! ring "_ 
Thy tiny footſteps lead 

To ſome new region of delight, 
Unknown to mortal tread | 


And be thy acorn goblet fill'd 
With heaven's ambroſial dew, 

From ſweeteſt, freſheſt flowers diſtill'd, 
Shedding theirſweets for you! 
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THE MAN OF SORROW. 


BI MR. GREVILLE, 
Ju! what avails the lengthening mead, 

Buy nature's kindeſt bounty ſpread 

Along the vale of flowers ! 

h! what avails the darkening grove, 
Philomel's melodious love, 

That glads the midnight hours! = 


Ir me (alas!) the god of day * 

er glitters on the hawthorn ſpray, | 

1 Nor night her comfort brings: 
Dave no pleaſure in the roſe: 

r me no vernal beauty blows, 

Nor Philomela ſings, 


| , how the ſturdy peaſants ſtride, 
on yon hillock's verdant ide, 
In chearful ignorance bleft! 
ike to them the roſe or thorn, 
ike ariſes every morn, | 
By gay contentment dreſt. 
ntent, fair daughter of the ſkies; - 
gives ſpontancous, or denies, 5 

C 3 


* 
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Her choice divinely free, 
Sve viſits oft the hamlet- cot, 
When want and ſorrow are the lot 
Of avarice. __ me. | 


But ſee—or is. it fancy's dream? 
Methought a bright celeſtial gleam. 
Shot ſudden thro' the 'groves. 
Behold, behold, in looſe array, 
Euphroſyne more bright than day, 
More mild than Paphian doves !- 


Welcome, oh! welcome, pleaſure's queen? 
And ſee, along the velvet green, 

The jocund train advance: 

With ſcatter'd flowers they fill the air, 
The wood-nymph's dew-beſpangled hair: 
Plays in the ſportive danes. 


KS 


Ah! baneful grant of angry heaven, _ 

| When to the feeling wretch is given, 
A ſoul alive to joy ! 

Joys fly with every hour away, 

And leave the unguarded heart a prey 
To cares, that peace deſtroy. 


And ſee, with viſionary haſte, 
(Loo ſoon the gay deluſion paſt), 
Reality remains l! 
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pair has ſeiz d my captive ſoul, 

Ia horror drives without controul, 
And ſlackens ſtill the reins, 


z thouſand beauties round me throng, 
dat beauties, ſay, ye nymphs belong 
o the diſtemper'd ſoul ? 

Wc the lawn of hideous dye, 

> towering elm nods miſery, 

ith groans the waters roll. 


gilded roofs, Palladian-domes,. 
vivid tints of Perſia's. looms, 
re were for miſery made. — 
aas thus the man of ſorrow ſpoke, 
way ward ſtep then penſive took. 
Along th' unhallow'd ſhade. 
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BY THE HONOURABLE H. WALPOLE, 


N a fair ſummer's radiant morn: 
A butterfly, divinely born, 
Whoſe lineage dated from the mud 
Of Noah's or Deucalion's flood, 
Long hov'ring round a perfum'd laww, 
By various guſts of odours drawn, 
At laſt eſtabliſh'd his repoſe 
On the rich boſom. of a roſe. 
'Fhe palace pleas'd the lordly gueſt : 
What inſect own'd a prouder neſt ? 
'The dewy leaves luxurious ſhed 
'Fheir balmy odours o'er his head, 
And with their ſilken tapeſtry fold 
His limbs enthron'd on central gold. 
He thinks the thorns embattled round: 
To guard his caſtle's lovely mound, 
And all the buſh's wide domain 
Subſervicat to his fancicd reign, - 
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Such ample bleſſings ſwell'd the ly! 41 
in his mind's capacious eye 140 
roll'd the change of mortal things, 
common fate of flies and kings. 

th grief he ſaw how lands and honours 
apt to ſlide to various owners; 

dere Mowbrays dwelt how grocers dwell, 

a how cits buy what barons ſell. 

| reat Phoebus, patriarch of my line, 

TA vert ſuch ſhame from ſons of thine ! 

o them confirm theſe roofs,” he ſaid; 

d then he ſwore an oath ſo dread, 

 ſtouteſt waſp that wears a ſword, 

1 trembled to have heard the word! 

f law can rivet down entails, 

heſe manours ne'er ſhall paſs to ſnails. 
ſwear” —and then he ſmote his ermine—. 
heſe towers were never built. for vermin.” 
\ caterpillar grovel'd near, 

ubtle ſlow conveyancer, 

o ſummon'd waddles with his quill 

draw the haughty inſect's will. 

ne but his heirs muſt own the ſpot, 

zotten, or to be begot : 

h leaf he binds, each bud he ties 

eggs of eggs of butterflies. 

When lo! how fortune loves to teaze 

oſe who would dictate her decrees ! 

anton boy was paſſing by; 

e wanton child beheld the fly, 
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And eager ran to ſeize the prey 

But too impetuous in his play: 

Cruſh'd the proud. tenant of an hour, 
And ſwept away the manſion- flower. 
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DDE TU THE ATHEIST, 1 


BY MR. S HETBE A. 


$ ; 1 
141. 4 ' : CW 43 


?ATIATE long in nice debate, 
On chance, neceſſity, and fate; 29 d8F 
ith learn d Lucretine ſlay uh 447 
picurus magic grave: 

re the ſelf- motioned atoms rove 


? p f " 


n mazy myſtic play. 1. fn d ln 


e vain hypotheſis admit... 
ſpecious cobweb- work of wit; Ph FF 
Iod daringly bo ena diodes 3A 
at every object round avows,  ' ö JA 

at every att of reaſon ſhews, 

„ Dellye” f7fT]f!k ne:57 70 


cleareſt evidence conteſt, | 

incly ſtamped on every breaſt, | Y 
Since time was taught to roll 
rror's gloomy coverts ſtra, „ | 

n truth's indiſputable ray 

Remote, as pole from pole. 


Say ye on down, or mountain Rong 3 E 


Who, in the ocean's waſte domain, 
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go · ſhuts the moping bird of night | 
Her feeble eyes againſt the light, 

That glads the chearful day; 
And when prevailing darkneſs reigns, 
Thro groves obſcene, or dreary plains | 

She wings her dubious way. 


Conſult the blue expanſe on high, 
The bluſh that paints the morning ky, 

The cloud that nimbly rides, ETA! 
The orbs that mark with luſtre bright 
The ſpangled mantle of.the night, | 

Who there ſupreme teſides. 

Queſtion the gaudy flowers around, 
That ſcent the air, or paint the ground, 

Whoſe influence they obey; Pen 
Whoſe hand imparts the various dyes, 

At whoſe command they bud * riſe, 

At whoſe Rae aereaf 


£ * 


That ſtately tread, or lowly eh 
And ye aërial throng; . 
That ehear the woodland ſcene and fields 
With vocal ſtrains; whoſe RO en 
Or ſuſtenance or ſong. h ic 


TI. + +5 
. 1 — I i a b 9 
* 


The tenants of the watry plain 


* 


ith liberal hand ſupplies ? 

e floods in icy fetters binds, 
ooths the rough ſurge, and lu 
Or bids the tempeſt riſe ? 


ure in every myſtic ſcene 
WA bove the morning's wings, 


ond the ſeas remoteſt tides, 


* =. 
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Ils the winds, 


lares a plaſtic author's reign 2 


eath the daedal earth reſides 
The almighty King of Kings. 


1 11 
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BY DR. HAWKESWORT Hg 


Arx, the dear precarious boon, 
Soon we loſe; alas! how ſoon; 

Fleeting viſion, falſely gay, 
Graſp'd in vain, it flies away; 
Lovely viſion, how it fades, 
Mixing with furrounding ſhades. 

Let the Muſe in Fancy's glaſs 
Catch the phantoms as they paſs. 


See, they riſe! A nymph behold, 
Careleſs, wanton, young and bold; 


Mark her devious, hafty pace, 
Antic dreſs, and thoughtleſs face, 
Smiling cheeks, and roving eyes, 
Cauſeleſs mirth and vain ſurpriſe, 
Tripping at her ſide, a boy 
Shares her wonder and her joy; 
This is Folly, Childhood's guide, 
That is Childhood at her fide. 
What is he ſucceeding now, 
Myrtles blooming on his brow, 
Bright and bluſhing. as the morn, 
Not on earth a mortal born, 
I 
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ing' d the flying to purſue, 
rm'd to pierce the ſtrong in view? 
cim of his power, behind 
alks a ſlave of human kind, 
hoſe diſdain of all the free. 
eaks the mind's captivity. 
dve's the tyrant, Youth's: . „ 
buth in vain is wiſe or brave; 
pre with conſcious pride defies 
l the brave and all the wiſe. e 
Who art thou with anxious mien, 
aling o'er the ſhifting ſeene? 
es with tedious vigils red, 
hs by doubts and wiſhes bred, FREE (85.4% FS 
utious ſtep and glancing leer, 
ak thy woes, and ſpeak thy fear; 
m in arm, what wretch is he, 
ce thyſelf who walks with thee 
ce thy own his fears and woes, 
| thy pangs his boſom knows : 
ell, too well! my boding breaſt 
ows the thoughts your looks ſuggeſt, 
dxious, buſy, reſtleſs pair, 
nhood link'd by Fate to Care. 
Wretched ſtate ! and yet tis dear. 
cy, cloſe the proſpect here: 
dſe it, or recal the paſt, 
are my eyes, my heart the laſt. 
In the wiſh, the laſt appears, 
ile I gaze, it ſwims in tears. 
D 2 


Age, my ies ſelf, I trace, 
Moving flow with feeble pace; 

Bending with diſeaſe and cares, 
All the load of life he bears. 

White his locks, his viſage wan, 
Strength, and caſe, and hope, are gone. 
Death, the ſhadowy: form IL know,, 1 / 
Death o'ertakes, the dreadful foe; 
Swift they vaniſh, mournful ſight! 

Night ſucceeds, impervious night! 


What thefe dreadful glooms _—_— 1D 4 Er 

Fancy's glaſs can ne'er reveal. fff 450 J Po 

1 When ſhall Time the veil „ not 1114 IP 
WHY When ſhall light the ſeene improve? em 
01 When ſhall Truth my doubts diſp ek! h 
1 Auſul N who. can. tell! * fur 
Wi! | e m 
i Fl Elle 
ws! do 
"| That 
WHT i: has t 
=; Beref 
| ; | all th 
=! deaute 
1 | ovely 
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XII. 
AN EVENING ADDRESS 


1 0 4 


n INI K. 


BY MR. 8 n 


Err bird! that kindly dd near; 
Poureſt thy plaints melodious in mine ear, 
t, like baſe worldlings, tutor'd. to pf 
e ene haunts of Woe, | 
Thanks for thy-ſorrow-ſoothing ade 
ſurely, thou-haſt known to prove, 
e me, the pangs of hapleſs love, 
Elſe why ſo-feelingly complain, 
d with thy piteous notes thus ſadden all the grove? 
, doſt thou mourn thy raviſh'd mate, a 
[hat oft enamour d on thy ſtrains has hung 2 
has the eruel hand of Fate 
Bereft thee of thy darling young? 
Alas, for norn, I weep 
all the pride of youthful charms, 
deauteous bride torn from my circling arms? 
ovely babe that ſhould have liv'd: to-bleſs, 
And fill my doating eyes with frequent tears, 
t once the ſource of rapture and diſtreſs, 
The flattering prop of my declining years l! 
D 3. 
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In vain from death to reſcue Ieſſay d, 7 
By every At that Science could deviſe, 
Alas! it languiſh'd ſor a mother's aid, ou 
Ad wing'd its flight to ſeek her in the ſkic C 
Then O our comforts be the ſame, N 
At evening's peaceful hour, nd 
To hun the noiſy. paths of wealth and fame, nd 
And breathe our ſorrows in this lonely boy H 
v N 1 1 4 ill; 
But why alas! to thee complain! A 
To thee - unconſcious of my pain! 
Soon ſhalt THov ceaſe to mourn thy lot ſevere, 
And hail the dawning of a happier year: Ju! 
The genial warmth of joy-renewing ſpring 60 
Again ſhall plume thy ſhatter'd wing; 80 
Again thy little hoart ſhall tranſport prove, 60 
Again ſhall flow thy notes reſponſive to thy lo My 
But O for Me in vain may ſeaſons roll, 60 
Nought can dry up the fountain of my tears, He 
Bee ſtill the comrorT or MY soul, . 
I count my ſorrows by encreaſing years. An 
# to {xt lis ; ws 
Tell me, thou Syren Hope, deceiver; fay, Fre 
Where is the promis'd period of my woes? 6 
Full three long, lingering-years have roll'd away, 
And yet I weep, a ſtranger to repoſe: - | 
O what deluſion did thy tongue employ: Wit 
© That Emma's fatal. pledge of love, 6. 


Her laſt bequeſt—with all a mother's care, Wh 
The bitterneſs of ſorrow thould remove, * - « , 
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« Soften the horrors of deſpair, 
, «© And chear a heart long loſt to joy! 
low oft, when fondling in mine arms, 
he {ki Gazing enraptur'd on its angel- face, 
My ſoul the maze of Fate would vainly trace, 
nd burn with all a father's fond alarms! 
fame, nd O what flattering ſcenes had Fancy ſeign'd, 
ly boy How did I rave of bleſſings yet in ſtore! 
ill every aching ſenſe was ſweetly pain'd, 
And my full heart could bear, nor tongue 0a 
utter more. e 
vere, (NF: FUOEEES » * f 1 
a Juſt Heaven,” I Nats ou recent hopes elate, 
ſpring © Yet.I will live —will live, tho* Emma's'dead--- 
g3 So long bow'd down beneath the ſtorms of Fate, 
t/ prove, &« Yet will I raiſe my woe-dejefted head ) -. 
to thy lo My little Emma, now my ALL, 
| „Will want a father's care, 
7 tears, Her looks, her wants my rath reſolves "wy 
e «© And, for her fake the ills of life V1 bear: 
by And oft together we'll complain, 
** Complaint, the only bliſs my ſoul can know,” 
+ From me, my child thall learn the mournful ere 
oes ? «© And prattle tales of woe; 
d away, And O in that auſpicious hour, 
A When Fate reſigns her perſecuting power, 
ploy! With duteous zeal her hand ſhall cloſe, 
A No more to weep—my forrow-ſtreaming eyes, 
r's care} When death gives miſery repoſe, ... 


* And opes a glorious OY to the [Kics, 


„„ 4 
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Vain thought! it muſt not be She too is dead 
The flattering ſcene is oer 
My hopes for ever — ever fled— 
And vengeance can no more —- i 
Cruſh'd by misfortune —blaſted by diſeaſe— 
And none — none left to beat a friendly part! 
To meditate my welfare, health, or eaſe, 
Or ſooth the anguiſh of an aching heart! 
Now all one gloomy ſcene, till welcome death, 
With lenient hand (O falſſy deem'd ſevere) 
Shall kindly ſtop. my grief exhauſted breath, 
And dry up every tear: 
| Perhaps, obſequious to my will? 
But ah! from my affections far remov'd! 
The laſt ſad office ſtrangers may fulfil, 
As if I ne'er had been beloy'd; 
As if, unconſcious of poetic fire, 
I ne'er had touch'd the trembling lyre; 
As if my niggard hand ne'er dealt relief, 
Nor my heart. melted at another's. grief... 


Yet———while this weary life all laſt, 
While yet my tongue can form the impaſſionꝰd ſtrai 
In piteous accents ſhall the Muſe complain, 
And dwell with fond delay on bleſſings paſt: 
For O how grateful to a wounded heart, 
The tale of miſery to impart.!! 
From others' eyes bid artleſs ſorrows Gow: 
Aad raiſe eſtecm.upon.the. baſe. of woe. 
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en HE +, the nobleſt of the tuneful throng, 
Shall deign my love lorn tale to hear, 

all catch the ſoft contagion of my ſong, 

And pay my penſive Muſe the tribute of a tear, 
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1 Lord Lyttleton. 
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XII. 
THE HER MIZ 
BY DR. BEATTTE. 


r the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet is ſtill, 
| And mortals the ſweets of forgetfulneſs prove, 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 
And nought but the nightingale's ſong in the grove; 
Twas then, by the cave of a mountain, reclin'd, 
An Hermit his nightly. complaint thus began, 
Tho' mournful his voice, his heart was reſign'd, 
He thought as a ſage, hut he felt as a man. 


& Ah, why thus abandon'd to mourning and woe, 
« Why thus, lonely Philemel, flows thy ſad ſtrain! 

« For Spring ſhall return, and a lover beſtow, 
And thy boſom no trace of dejection retain ; 
« Yet if pity inſpire thee, ah, ceaſe not thy lay, 
% Mourn, ſweeteſt complainer, man calls thee to 

| mourn, 

& O ſoothe him whoſe pleaſures like due paſs away, 

Full ſwiftly they paſs, but they never return. 


* Now gliding remote on the verge of the ſky, 
The moon, half extinct, her wan creſcent dif 
plays: 
& Yet lately I ſaw, where majeſtic on high, 


* 
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+ She ſhone, and the ſtars were conceal'd in her 
rays; 
Roll on, thou fair orb, And with gladneſs purſue 
« The path that conducts thee to ſplendor again 
gut man's faded glory no change fhall renew, 
« Ah, fool! to exult in a glory ſo vain. 


Tis dark, and the landſcape is lovely no more, 

I mourn not, ye woodlands, I mourn not for youz 
For morn ſhall return, all your charms to reſtore, 

« Perfum'd with freth no REN and W N 

with dew: 8 

Nor yet for the ravage of Wiater T mourn, 

© Kind Nature the embryo bloſſoms ſhall fave; 

But when ſhall Spring viſit the mouldering urn? 

„Oh, when ſhall it dawn on the * the 
* | 
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Suoox from the evening's fragrant wings, 


When dews impearl the grove, 


And round the liſt'ning valley rings 
The languid voice of love; | 

Laid on a daiſy ſprinkled green, 
Beſide a plaintive ſtream, | 

A meek ey'd youth of ſerious mien 
Indulg'd this ſolemn theme. 


Ye cliffs in ſavage grandeur pil'd 


High o'er the darkening dale! et no r 
Ye groves! along whoſe windings wild No va 
Soft ſteals the murmuring gale! (o ray f 
Where oft lone melancholy ſtrays, Flaſh 
By wilder'd fancy led, 
What time the wan moon's yellow rays, or me, 
Stream through the chequer'd ſhade} s Ambit 
| „ o more 
To you, ye waſtes, whoſe artleſs charms By gui 
Ne'er drew am bition's eye, aps my 
Scap'd the tumultuous world's alarms, To joy 
don are t 


To your retreats I fly. 


Soon e: 


MODERN POEM Ss. 
Deep in your moſt ſequeſter'd bower 
Let me at laſt recline, 
Vhere SOLLTUDE, meek modeſt power, 
Leans on her ivy'd ſhrine. 


How ſhall J woo thee, matchleſs fair! 

Thy envy'd ſmile how win! | 
Thy ſmile, that ſmooths the brow of care, 
And ſtills each ſtorm within! 

Dh! wilt thou to thy favourite grove 

Thy ardent votary bring, 

nd bleſs his hours, and bid them move 
Serene on ſilent wing ! 


here, while to thee glad nature pours 
Her gently-warbling ſong, 

\nd Zephyr from the waſte of flowers 
Wafts ſweet perfume along; 

& no rude found invade from far, 

No vagrant foot be nigh, 

do ray from grandeur's gilded car 
Flaſh on thy ſtartl'd eye. 


or me, no more the path invites, 
Ambition loves to tread ; 
0 more I climb life's panting heights, 
By guileful hope miſled; 
aps my fond fluttering heart no more 
To joy's enlivening lays — 


bon are the glittering moments o'er, 
Soon each gay form decays. 
| E 


o MODERN POEMS. 


XV. 


CHARGE OF A BISHOP TO 7 
CLERGY OF HIS DIOCESE, 


% 


RETHREN, by this my mind you'll know, 
Learn to pronounce your ſermons ſlow ; 
Give every word of a diſcourſe 
Its proper time, and life, and force; 
And urge, what you think fit to ſay, 
In a ſedate, pathetic way, 
Grave, and deliberate ; as tis fit 
To comment upon Holy Writ! 
Many a ſermon gives diſtaſte, 
By being ſpoke in too much haſte; 
Which, had it been pronounc'd with /eifure, 
Would have been liſten'd to with pleaſure; 
And thus the preacher often gains | 
His labour only for his pains; 
As, if you doubt it, may appear 
From every Sunday in the year! 
For how, indeed, can one expect 
The beſt diſcourſe ſhould take effect, 
Unleſs the maker thinks it worth 
Some needful care to ſet it. forth? 
What! does he think the pains he took 
To write it fairly in a book 
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will do his bus'neſs? Not a bit! 
It muſt be pte as well as writ ; 
For what's a ſermon, good or bad, 
If you ſhall read it like a lad ? | 
To hear ſome people, when they preach, 
How they run 9er all parts of ſpeech, 
And neither raiſe a word nor, ſink ;. 
Our learned Biſhops, one would think, 
Had taken ſchool-boys from the rod 
To be ambaſſadors of God! 
go perfect is the Chriſtian ſcheme, 
He, who from thence does take his theme, 
nd time to have it underſtood, 
His ſermon cannot but be good. 
If he will needs be preaching ſtuff, 
No time, indeed, is ſhort enough ; - 

'en let him read it like a letter, 
The ſooner it is done, the. better. 
Vet, —for a man who has a head, 
Df whom it may, with truth, be ſaid 
That, on occaſion, he can raiſe, 

juſt remark, a proper phraſe, 

For ſuch an one to run along, 

Tumbling his accents o'er his tongue, 

hews only, that a man, at once 

lay be ſcholar and a dunce. 

n point of ſermons, *tis confeſt 

ur Engliſh clergy make the beſt; 

but this appears, we muſt confeſs, 

ot from the pulpit, but the preſs. 
| E 2 
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They manage with disjointed ſkill 
The matter well, the manner ill; 
And, what ſeems paradox at firſt, 


They make the beft, and preach the worſt, 


Would men but ſpeak, as well as write, 
Both faculties would then unite! 

The outward action being taught | 
To ſhew the inward ſtrength of thought, 
Now—to do this, eur ſhort-hand ſchool. 
Lays down this plain and general rule, 
„ TAKE TIME ENOUGH; all other graces 


Will ſoon fl up their proper places. 
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aw ye the Thane o'meikle pride, 
Red anger in his eye ? 
I ſaw him not, nor care, he cry'd ; 
Red anger frights na' me. 


For I have ſtuid whar Honour bade, 
Tho' Death trod on his heel: 

Mean is the creſt that ſtoops to fear; 
Nae fic may Duncan feel. 


Hark ! Hark! or was it but the wind 
That thro' the ha' did fing ? 

Hark! Hark! agen: A warlike ſhout 
The black woods round do rings 


Tis na' for nought, bald Duncan cry'd, 
Sic ſhouting's on the wind : 

dyne up he ſtarted frae his ſeat, 
A thrang o' ſpears behind. 


aſte, haſte, my valiant hearts, he ſaid, 
Anes mair to fallow me; 
ell meet yon ſhouters by the burn; 
[ gueſs wha they may be. 
| "Jia 


S8 
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But wha is he that ſpeeds ſae faſt, 
Frae the ſlaw-marching thrang? 

Sac frac the mirk cloud ſhoots a beam, 
The ſky's blue face alang. 


Some meſſenger it is, mayhap; 
Then not of peace, I trow : 
« My maſter, Duncan, bade me rin, 
% And ſay theſe words to you. 
« Reſtore agen that bluiming roſe, 
&« Your rude hand pluckt awa': 
ec Reſtore agen his Mary fair, 
& Or you ſhall rue the fa'.”?- 


Three ſtrides the gallant Duncan tuik, 
And ſnuik his forward ſpear: 

& Gae tell thy maſter, beardleſs youth, 
« We are na' wont to fear. 


© Fe comes na? on a waſſel rout 
« Of revel, ſport, and play; 


„ Our ſwords gart Fame proclaim us men 


cc Lang ere this rue fu day. 


&« The roſe I pluckt, of right is mine; 
© Our hearts together grew, 

66 Like twa ſweet roſes on ae (la'k : 

© Frac hate to love the flew.” 
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Swift as a winged ſhaft he ſped? 
« Bald Duncan ſaid, in jeer, 

« Gae tell thy maſter; beardleſs youth, 
« We are na' wont to fcar. _ 


« He comes na* on a waſſel rout, 
« Of revel, ſport, and play; 

© Our ſwords gart Fame proclaim us men 
Lang ere this ruefu' day. 


te The roſe I plnckt, of right is mine; 
Our hearts together grew, 

6 Like twa ſweet roſes. on ac ſta' k: 
“ Frae hate to love ſhe flew.“ 


He ſtampt his foot upo' the ground, 
And thus in wrath did ſay: 

& God ſtrik my ſaul if frae this field. 
« We baith in life ſhall gae.“ 


He wav'd his hand; the pipes they play'd, 
The targets clatter*& round, 

And now between the meeting faces. 
Was little ſpace of ground. 


But wha is ſhe that rins ſae faſt 2 
Her feet nae ſtap they find, 

Sac ſwiftly rides the milky cloud. 

Upon the ſimmer's wind. 


. 
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Her face, a mantle ſcreen'd afore, 
She ſhow'd of lily hue: 

Sac frac the gray miſt breaks the ſun 
To drink the morning-dew. 


„% Alake, my friends! what ſight is this? 


&« Oh, ſtap your rage,” ſhe cry'd : 
& Whar love with honey'd lip ſhould be, 
„Mak not a breach ſae wide. 


& Can then my uncle draw his ſword, 
„ My huſband's breaſt to bleid ? 

&« Or can my ſweet lord do to him 
Sic foul and ruthleſs deid ? 


& Bethink ye, uncle, of the time 
&« My gray-hair'd father died: 


& Frae whar your ſhrill horn ſhuik the wood 


He ſent for you wl' ſpeed ; 


« My brother, guard my bairn, he ſaid; 


„ She has nae father ſoon ; | 
% Regard her, Donald, as your ain: 
„I'll aſk nae ither boon, 


(„ Would then my uncle force my love, 


4 Whar love it cou'd na' be, 


: % Or wed me to the man I hate? 


% Was this his care of me? 


She ſpa 
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And (il, 
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4 Together chas'd the deer, 
+ Againſt their comrades bend their bows, 
In bluidy hunting here?“ 


She ſpake, while trickling ran the tears 
Her bluſhing cheek alang : 

And ſilence, like a heavy cloud, 
O'er a' the warriors hang. 


Sync ſtapt the red-bair'd Malcom furth, 
Threeſcore his years and three; 

ct a' the ſtrength of ſtrongeſt youth 
In fic an eild had he. 


ac pity was there in his breaſt ; 
For war alane he lo'ed; 

is gray een ſpark led at the fight 
Of plunder, death, and bluid. 


What! ſhall our hearts of ſteel,” he ſaid, 
© Bend to a woman's ſang ? 

Or can her words our honour quit 
For lic diſhoneſt wrang ? 


For this did a' theſe warriors come, 

«© To hear an idle tale; 

And o'er our death-accuſtom'd army 
« Shall Glly tears prevail?“ 
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© Can theſe brave men, who but of late, 
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They gied a ſhout, their bows they tuik, 
They claſh'd their ſteely ſwords, 

Like the loud waves of Bara's ſhore ; 
There was nae room for words. 

A cry the weeping Mary gied: 2 ans 
«© O uncle! hear my prayer: 

„ Heed na' that man of bluidy look TELE - 
She had nae time for mair. 


| | 5 P RIME 

For in the midſt anon there came' $107 $0 6 The 
A blind, unwecting dart, | ut I, v 
That glanc'd frae aff her Duncan's hn [art Of ſofte 
And ſtrack her to the heart. | lor thi 
That I 1 

A while ſhe ſtagger'd, ſyne ſhe fell, | | Ready t 
And Duncan ſee'd her fa“: rials i 267 t any 
Aſtound he ſtood; for in his limbs 8 TOY or wil! 
There was nae power at a'. P bho' yo 

| There c. 

The ſpear he meant at faes to fling, The rin} 


ith th 
\nd me 


Stood fix'd within bis hand: 
His lips, half open, cou'd na' ſpeak: 
His liſe was at a ſtand. 


Sac the black ſtump of ſome auld aik, 
With arms in triumph dight, 
Seems to the traveller like a man, 
x ES S%%%#%% + =— = 


Caetera deſunt. 
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| XVII. 
TORRE A 
WITH A PAIR OF GLOVES, oN vAILENTINE's DAY. 


BY VILLIERS, DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM., 2 


PRIMFUL of anger, wah of love, N 
The champion ſends his foe one glove; 
But I, who have a double ſhare 
df ſofter paſſion, ſend a pair. x 
for think it, deareſt Celia, cruel - 
That I invite you to a duel; 
Ready to meet you face to face, - 
t any time, in any place % 2 
for will I leave you in the lurch, 
Tho' you ſhould dare to name the ee 3 
There come equipp'd with all your 3 > 22 21 F 
The ring and licence are my arms; 1 
ith theſe I mean your power to try, 
and meet my charmer tho' I die. 


Co 


XVIIL. 


AN ODE. 


y Love too long depriv'd of reſt, 
(Fell tyrant of the human breaſt !) 

His vaſſal long, and worn with pain, 
Indignant late I ſpurn'd the chain; 
In verſe, in proſe, I ſung and ſwore 
No charms ſhould e'er enflave me more, 
Nor neck, nor hair, nor lip, nor eye, 
Again ſhould force one en ſigh. 


From every fruit and every flower, 
That nature opens to the view, 

The bee extracts the nectar-dew; 

A vagrant thus, and free to change, 
From fair to fair I vow'd to range, 
And part from each without regret 
As pleas'd and happy as I met. 


Then Freedom's praiſe inſpir'd my tongue, 
With Freedom's praiſe the vallics rung, 
And every night and every day 

My heart thus pour'd th' enraptur'd lay; 
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| My cares are gone, my ſorrows etal * 4 Tak 
My breaſt regains its wonted peace, 
And joy and hope returning prove, 

That Reafon is too _ 11 Love. > d' 


Such was my 3 * by 1 vain! WERE 
ow ſhort was Reaſon's vaunted rein!! 
he firm reſolve I form'd ere-while, | _::- | 
ow weak, oppos'd to Clara's ſmile! | ' 
hang'd is the ſtrain——The vallies roun et 
Vith Freedom's praiſe no more reſound, 
But every night and every day 

ſy wy heart nn the alter'd lay. 

45 $8252 BET: nor 

1 Offended deity, thc m b n 2671 
I ly rebel tongue but now edit * 
_ Accept my penitence ſincere, 

My crime forgive, and grant my prayer! 
et not thy ſlave, condemn'd to mourn, | 
Vith unrequited paſſion burn; | 
ith Love's ſoft thoughts her breaſt inſpire, 
nd kindle there an equal fire! 


—_ 


It is not beauty's gaudy flower, 
The empty triumph of an hour) 
or practis'd wiles of female art, 
bat now ſubdue my deſtin'd heart : 
) no !"Tis Heaven, whoſe wondrous hand 
\ tranſcript of itſelf hath plann'd, 
| F | 1 
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And to each outward grace hath join'd | 
Each lovelier feature of the mind. 


Theſe charms ſhall laſt, when others fly, 
When roſes fade, and lillies die; 
When that dear eye's declining beam 
Its living fire no more ſhall ſtream : 
Bleſt then, and happy in my chain, 


The ſong of Freedom flows in vain ; #1 
Nor Reaſon's harſh reproof I fear, | 

For Reaſon's ſelf is Paſſion here. . [JEN 

O dearer far than wealth or fame, Haſte 

My daily thought, my nightly dream, Mid 

If yet no youth's ſucceſsful art | hoſe 

(Sweet Hope) hath touch'd thy gentle heart, Fro 

If yet no ſwain hath bleſt thy choiee, Wher 

Indulgent hear thy Damon's voice; Thy L 

From doubts, from fears his boſom free, | Amid 

And bid him live—ſor Love and Thee! There 
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APPROACH OF SUMMER. 
ed 226d q 4/43 GE 0 159 
ENCE, iron- ſcepter d wanTEeR, haſte 
To bleak Siherian waſte! obj 
Haſte to thy polar ſolitude; 
Mid cataracts of ice, | 
hoſe torrents dumb are Qretch'd' in enen rude, | 
From many an airy precipice, | 
Where, ever beat by ſleety ſhowers, - 
Thy gloomy Gothie caſtle ten; n 561 
Amid whoſe howling n 50% 2 67 
There no gay ſunbeam paints the walls, 
Dn ebon throne thou loviſt-to ſhroud, | - | 
Thy brows in many a murky cloud, 
Even now, before the vernal heat,. ; |... ©; - | 
zullen I ſee thy train retreat: | | ; 
Thy ruthleſs hoſt ſtern Eunν guides 
That on a ravenous tiger rides, 
Dim- figur'd on whoſe robe are [hewn 
zhipwrecks, and villages o erthro wn: 
rim AUSTER, dropping all with dem. 
u mantle clad of watchet hue: 
F a 
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And coLD, like Zemblan ſavage ſeen, 
Still threatening with his arrows keen; 
And next, in furry coat emboſt 
With icicles, his brother FrosT. 
WinTex farewel! thy foreſts hoar, 
Thy frozen floods delight no more; 
Farewel the fields, ſo bare and wild! 
But come thou roſe-cheek'd cherub mild, 
Sweeteſt SUMMER ! haſte thee here, 


Once more to crown the gladden'd year. 


Thee APRIL blythe, as long of yore, 
Bermudas' lawns he froliek'd o'er, 


With muſkie neQtar-trickling wing. 
(In the new world's firſt dawning-ſpring,) 


To gather halm of choiceſt dews, 
And patterns fair of various hues; 
With which to paint in changeful a | 


The youthful earth's s embroidery; - a f 


To cull the eſſenee of rich ſmells 

In which to dip his new-born bells: 
Thee, as he ſkim'@ withipinions fleet, 
He found an infant, ſmiling ſweet; 


Where a tall citron's ſhade imbrown'd 


The ſoft lap of the fragrant r 15 
There on an aramanthine bed, | 
Thee with rare neCtarine fruits by 11 3 
Till ſoon beneath his forming care, 
You bloom'd a goddeſs debonnair; 

And then he gave the bleſſed iſle 

Aye to be ſway'd beneath thy ſmile: 
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There plac'd thy green and gruſſy ſhrine, | 
With myrtle bower'diand jeſſam ine 
And to thy care the taſk aſſign d 40% i N 
With quickening hand,; — 
His roſeate infant births to ear. a eli WP 


Till Autumn's mellowing reigu appear. ef 
Haſte thee nymph! and hand id FR) al 

With thee lead a buxomiband 0 ' 

Bring fantaſtie-footed Ir 

With Sport that lea even! nal telg Hen 


Leiſure, that through the balmy ys” oil wt a4 
Chaſes a crimſon butter. 
Bring Health that loves in m He 2, 0 
Fo meet the milk maid on the lawn; 1 
Bring Pleaſure, rural nymph, and Peaee, 
Meck, cottage-loving ſhepherdeſs! 
And that ſweet ſtripling, Zephyr, bring, 
Light, and for ever on the wing. 
Bring the dear Muſe, that loves to lean 
On river-margins, moſſy green. 
But who is ſhe, that bears thy train, 
Pacing light the velvet plain? | 
he pale pink binds her auburn hair, $54 
Her treſſes flow with paſtoral air; | : 
Tis May the Grace—confeſt the ſtands: A 
By branch rene Wen in her hands: 

0 ! near her trip the lightſome Dews, 
heir wings all ting'd in iris - Hues; 
ith whom the powers of Flora play, - 
And paint. with panſies all the- way- 
F 3 
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Oft when thy ſeaſon, ſweeteſt Queen, 
Has dreſt the groves in lis ry green; 
When in each fair and fertile field 


Beauty begins her bower to build 8 1515 


While Evening, veil'd in ſhadows brown, 
Puts her matron-mantle on, 


And miſts in ſpreading ſteams Kab i of 


More freſh the fumes of -new-ſhorn hay; 
Then, Goddeſs, guide my pilgrim feet 
Contemplation hear'to meet, 

As flow he winds in muſeful mood, 


Near the ruſh'd marge of caERWELL's flood; 


Or o'er old avon's magic edge, : 
Whence Shakeſpear cull'd the ſpiky * | 
All playful yet, in years unripe, 1651 
'To frame a ſhrill and ſimple pipe. 

There thro' the duſk but dimly ſeen, 

8weet evening objects intervene : 

His wattled cotes the ſhepherd plants, 
Beneath her elm the milk-maid chaunts, 


The woodman, ſpeeding home, awhile // 


Reſts him at' a ſhady ſtile. _ 
Nor wants there fragrance to diſpenſe 


Refreſhment o'er my ſoothed ſenſe ;. 


Nor tangled yodbines balmy bloom, 
Nor graſs beſprent, to breathe perfume: 
Nor lurking wild-thyme's ſpicy ſweet 
To bathe in dew my. roving fect : 

Nor wants there note of Philomel, 

Nor found of diſtant-tinkling bell: 
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Nor lowings faint of herds remote, 
Nor maſtiff's bark from boſom'd cott: 
Ruſtle the breezes lightly borne. : 
Or deep-embattel'd ears of corn: | 
Round ancient elm, with humming noiſe, 
Full loud the chaffer-ſwarms rejoice; - 
Meantime, a thouſand dyes inveſt - 
The ruby chambers of the Weſt! | þ 
That all aſlant the village tower | ; = 
A mild reflected radiance pour, : 
While, with the level-ſtreaming rays 
Far ſeen its arched windows blaze: 
And the tall grove's green top is _ 
In ruſſet tints, and gleams of light x + 
So that the gay ſcene by degrees 
Bathes my blythe heart in extaſies; - 
And Fancy to my. raviſh'd 6ght _;. 
Pourtrays her kindred viſions bright. 
At length the parting light ſubdues 
My ſoften'd ſoul to calmer, views, 
And fainter ſhapes of penſive joy, 
As twilight dawns, my mind employ : 
Till from the path | fondly ſtray. | 
In muſings lapt, nor heed the way 
Wandering thro' the landſcape ſtill, 
Fill Melancholy has her fill; 
And on each moſs-wove border damp, 
The glow-worm hangs. his fairy lamp. 

But when the Sun, at noon-tide hour, | 
Sits throned in his higheſt tower; 7 


1 
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Me, heart-rejoicing Goddeſs, lead 

To the tann'd hay- cock in the mead: 
To mix in rural mood among 

The nymphs and ſwains, a buſy throng; 
Or, as the tepid odours breathe, | 
The ruſſet piles to lean beneath: 


There as my liſtleſs limbs are thrown, 


On couch more ſoft than palace down; 
L liſten to the buſy ſound, | 

Of mirth and toil that hums around 
And ſee the team ſhrill-tinkling paſs, 
Alternate o'er the furrow'd grafs. 


But ever, after ſummer-ſhower; 
When the bright ſun's returning power; 
With laughing beam has chas'd the Norm, 
And chear'd reviving nature's form; 
By ſweet-brier hedges, bath'd in dew, 


Let me my wholeſome path purſue; 


There iſſuing forth the frequent ſnail 
Wears the dank way with ſlimy trail; 
While as I walk, from pearled buſh, 
'Fhe ſunny-ſparkling drop I bruſh; 
And all the landſcape fair I view 
Elad in robe of freſher, hue : | 

And ſo loud the black-bird ſings, 
That far and near the valley rings. 
From ſhelter deep of ſhaggy rock 
The ſhepherd drives his joyful fleck; 
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rrom bowering beech the mower blythe 
With new-born vigour graſps the ſcythe ; 
While o'er the ſmooth unbounded meads 


Vis laſt faint * the rainbow Nee 7 


But ever agiinſt reſtleſs 2 10 
Bear me to the rock-arch'd ſeat, 
O'er whoſe dim mouth an ivy'd oak 
Hangs nodding from the low-brow'd rock ; 
Haunted by that chaſte nymph alone, 


Whoſe waters cleave the ſmoothed ſtone; 


Which, as they guſh upon the ground, 
Still ſcatter miſty dews around : | 
A ruſtic, wild, groteſque alcove, 

Its ſides with mantling woodbines wove; 
Cool as the cave where Clio dwells, 
Where Helicon's freſh fountain wells; 
or noon-tide grot where Sylvan ſlee ps 
In hoar Lycaeum's piny ſteeps. 

Me, Goddeſs, in ſuch cavern lay, 
While all without is ſcorch'd in day; 
Sore ſighs the weary ſwain, beneath 
His withering hawthorn on the heath; 
The drooping hedger wiſhes eve, 

In vain, of labour ſhort reprieve! 
Meantime, on Afric's glowing ſands 


Smote with keen heat, the trav'ler ſtands : 
Low ſinks his heart, while round his eye 


Meaſures the ſcenes that boundleſs lie, 
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Ne'er yet by foot of mortal worn, 


Where Thirſt, wan pilgrim, walks forlorn. 
How does he with ſome cooling wave 
Jo flake his lips, or limbs to lave! 


And thinks, in every whiſper low, 
He hears a burſting fountain flow. 
Or bear me to yon antique wood, 
Dim temple of ſage Solitude! 
There within a nook moſt dark, 


Where none my muſing mood may mark; 


Let me in many a whiſper'd rite - 
The Genius old of Greece invite, 


With that fair wreath my brows to bind, 


Which for his choſen imps he twin'd, 

Well nurtur'd in Pierian lore, 

On clear Illiffus' laureat ſnore.— 

Till bigh on waving neſt reclin'd, 

The raven wakes my tranced mind! 
Or to the foreſt- fringed vale 

Where widow'd turtles love to wail, 

Where cowſlips clad in mantle meek, 

Nod their tall heads to breezes weak © 

In the midſt, with ſedges grey 

Crown'd, a ſcant riv'let winds its way, 

And trembling thro' the weedy wreaths, 

Around an oozy freſhneſs breathes. 

O'er the ſolitary green, 

Nor cott, nor loitering hind is ſeen: 

Nor aught alarms the mute repoſe, 

Save that by fits an heifer lows.z. 
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k ſcene might tempt ſome peaceful ſage 

o rear him a lone hermitage; | 

it place his penfive eld might chuſe 
Dn virtue's holy lore to muſ. 

Yet ſtill the ſultry noon t' appeaſe” 

ome more romantic ſcene _ Oe: K 
Dr ſairy bank, or magic lawn, | 

y Spenſer's laviſh pencil eee 
dr bower in Vallambroſu's ſhade, 
y legendary pens pourtray'd. 

laſte, let me ſhroud from painful lebe, 
Dn that hoar hill's aerial height, 

n ſolemn ſtate, where waving wide, 

hick pines with darkening umbrage hide, 
The rugged vaults, and riven towers 
df that proud Caſtle's painted bowers, 
Vhence HARDYKNOTE, a baron bold, 

n Scotland's martial days of old, 
Deſcended from the ſtately feaſt, 
zegirt with many a warrior gueſt, 

o quell the pride of Norway's king, 
With quiv'ring lance and twanging ſtring. 
\s thro' the caverns dim I wind, 

ight I that holy legend find, 
y fairies ſpelt in myftic rhimes, 

o teach enquiring later times, 
What open force, or ſecret guile, 
Daſh'd into duſt the ſolemn pile! 

But when mild. Morn in ſaffron ſtole 

rſt iſſaes from her eaſtern goal; 


77 


Let not my due feet fail to climb: 

Some breezy ſummit's brow ſublime, - 
Whence nature's univerſal face, 
Illumin'd ſmiles with new-born grace; 
The miſty ſtreams that wind below, 
With filver-ſparkling luſtre glow; 

The groves, and caſtled cliffs appear 
Inveſted all in radiance clear. 

O!] every village-charm beneath! 

The ſmoke that mounts in azure wreath ! 
O beauteous rural interchange! 

The ſimple ſpire, and elmy grange! 
CoNnTENT, indulging bliſsful hours, 
Whiſtles o'er'the fragrant flowers, 

And cattle rous'd to paſture new, 

Shake jocund from their ſides the dew. 
is thou, alone, O 8UMMER mild, 
Canſt bid me carol wood-notes wild: 
Whene'er I view thy genial ſcenes: 

Thy waving woods, embroider'd greens; 
What fires within my boſom wake, 
How glows my mind the reed to take! 
What charms like thine the muſe can call, 
With whom *tis youth and laughter all; 
With whom each field's a paradiſe, 

And all the globe a Bower of bliſs ! 
With thee converſing, all the day, 

I meditate my lightſome lay. 

Theſe pedant cloiſters let me leave, 

To breathe my votive ſong at eve, 
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n valleys where mild whiſpers uſe; | 
f ſhade and ſtream to court the muſe. 


hear the ſtock- dove's dying dirge. : 
But when life's buſter ſcene is oer, 
nd Age ſhall give the treſſes hoar, 
d fly ſoft Luxury's marble dome, : 
nd make an humble thatch my home, 
Yhich ſloping hills around encloſe, | 
here many a beech and brown oak Weihe > 
zeneath whoſe dark and branching bowers » 
ts tides a far-fam'd river pours :: 
zy nature's beauties taught to pleaſe, 
weet Tuſculane of rural eaſe! 
till grot of Peace! in lowly ſhed 
Vho loves to reſt her gentle head. 
or not the ſcenes of Attie art 
an comfort care, or ſooth the heart: 
or burning cheek, nor wakeful eye, 
or gold, and Tyrian purple ff. 
Thither, kind heaven, in pity ce 
end me a little, and content; | 
he faithful friend, and chearful niede, 
he ſocial ſcene of dear delight : 
he conſcience pure, the temper gay, 
The muſing eve, and idle day. 
ive me beneath cool ſhades to ſit, 
apt with the charms of claflic wit; 
o catch the bold heroic flame, 
hat built immortal Graecia's fame. 
G + 


chile wand'ring o'er the brook's dim verge, | 
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Nor let me fail, meantime, to raiſe 
The ſolemn ſong to Britain's praiſe : 
To ſpurn the ſhepherd's ſimple reeds, 
And paint heroic ancient deeds : 

To chaunt fam'd Ax THUR's magie tale, 
And EDwardD, ſtern in ſable mail. 

Or wand' ring BRUTUs' lawleſs doom, 
Or brave go N Duca, ſcourge of Rome. 


O ever to ſweet Poeſie, 
Let me live true votary! 
She ſhall lead me by the hand, 
* Queen of ſweet ſmiles, and ſolace bland!ꝰ' 
i | She from her precious ſtores ſhall ſhed 
| Ambroſial flowerets o'er my head: 
She, from my tender youthful cheek, 
| Can wipe, with lenient finger meek, 
The ſecret and unpitied tear, 
Which till I drop in darkneſs drear. 
She ſhall be my blooming bride, 
With her, as years ſucceſſive glide, 
I'll hold divineſt dalliance, 
| For ever rapt in holy trance. 
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Vurv Chaos with imperial might, 
Rul'd the dreary realms of night, 
on EAS from the outrageous north 

ith his legions iſſuing forth, 

a defart bleak and bare 

let a damſel paſſing fair: 

air as in thoſe ages ſeem'd ; 

fer eyes like livid lightening gleam'd, 

ler growling voice was heard aſar 

read as the din of diſtant war: 

or then unknown the vermil dye, 

he roſy lip, the melting eye, 

he graceful ſhape, the expreſſive air 

hat form the ſoul-ſubduing fair. 

Jer AUSTER nam'd, the North embrac'd 
ith lawleſs outrage : o'er the waſte 
hirlwinds with impetuous wing 
triumph hail'd their new-born king: 

or WINTER. from the rape aroſe, 

uler of froſts and king of ſnows. 

e o'er the ſtorms of Chaos reign'd 

nd long the ſov'reigu rule maintain'd, 

G 4 
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Till from before the ſapphire throne 
The potent blaze of beauty ſhone, 
And thro? the boundleſs void of night 
Inceſſant pour'd creative light. 
Then heavenly harmony was heard; 
And lo! the dacdal earth appear'd; 
Hyperion flam'd with ruddy gold; 
Around him radiant planets roll'd : 
WINTER his ample power refign'd, 
And with three fmiling ſeaſons join'd, 


Who ſprung from beauty's plaſtic ray, 


Reluctant holds alternate ſway. 
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XXI. 
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10 A YOUNG GENTLEMAN, 


ow clear the (ky ! how ſoft the gaſe 
Breathing along the dewy vale ! 

For lo! the wintry winds are fled. 
No more the ſtream at random ſtrays, 
But in its-native channet plays : 
And flowers enamel all the mead. 

Even furious ſtorms ſubſide : but you 
The plaintive meaſure ſtill renew, 
Of Helia's abſence ftill complain. 
Ceaſe, tuneful Boy! nor feed your woe; 
For abſence may a cure beftow, 
Vhen ſighs and tears and vows are vain. 

Nay, heaven forbid your gentle heart 
Should with the generous paſſion part, 
Should ceaſe to love and to admire. 

he muſe more liberal maxims knows: 

and if ſhe promiſes repoſe 
Tis by fulfilling your deſire. 

If e'er your melting ſuit inclin'd 
Her fearful amiable mind, 
\bſence will wake the latent flames: 
More than your ſoft perſuaſive tales, 
Abſence with magic power prevails, 
And all her timid wildneſs tames. 

G 3 
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Believe the muſe: even now ſhe glows, 
Feels and commiſerates your woes: 
Her coyneſs gentle Love diſarms. 
Surprize her with your amorous haſte; 
Go claſp her to your eager breaſt; 
Poſſeſs her virtues and her charms. 


— 
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THE DEATH OF. E L A. 


1 
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BY Mr. RICHARDSON. 
AN OD E. 


xx ! the fierce ſtorms engage: 
And lo! they rouſe the river's. rage. 
The angry flood, red, foamy, ſtrong, - 
Thro' broken rocks and rugged caves 
Roars deafening, wildly-tumbling raves, - 
And boils and breaks the cavern'd cliffs among. 


Beneath an aged oak 

Wide-waving from a rifted rock, 

ELa retir'd. Her wiſhful eyes 

The ſolitary heath explor'd ; 

And trembling as the torrent roar'd 
Her boſom heav'd with unremitting ſighs. 


© 0 when,” ſhe cry'd, ©* when ſhall I hear 
e My EDiN's joyful footſteps near? 

« Or his ſoft accent in the gale ? 

e Could I his faithful dogs deſcry ! 

© Or could I hear their jovial cry !— 

« Haſten, my xvin, to the vale; 

Night comes, and o'er the dreary waſte 


« Sore ſighs the ſpirit of the troubled blaſt. 
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The outcry of deſpair 

Roſe from the torrent raging near... 

The prey of the voracious flood: | 
Lifcleſs on boiling eddies borne 2 
' Bchold the lover daſh'd and torne 

She runs, ſhe flies, and frantic Ss aloud 


& My love, my love!“ he cries. 
Alas! no gentle voice replies; 


But hoarſe and: deep. the torrent roars. T 
The lover, heedleſs of her woe, 

Graſp'd in his hand the ſlacken'd bow, 

Whirls round the rocks and rude-rchellawing thores, HN 


Amid the impervious wild alone 

She pour'd her ineffectual moan: 

Far thro' the midnight ſtorm 'twas heard:. 
O rein, ye winds, your ſavage power; 

In pity ſpare the unſhelter'd flower!. 

Alas! when. roſy morn appear'd, 

Extended on the mountain gray, 4 
A cold, wan corſe, * beauteous ELA a lax. 
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or HER GRACE 


THE DUTCHESS OF ATHOL,. 
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4; INSCRIBED TO. LORD CATHCART. 


ST, 


BY THE SAME, 


ut ſeaſon ſmiled : the gentle airs of May 
Flew from the boſom of an argent cloud ' 

Vafting on downy wings prolific ſhowers, 

And gladdening all the valley. Hills and groves 

Rung with wild melody: and every dale 

Shouted with joy. Twas then where Devon guides 

His winding current; in a verdant vale 

Lingering, with fond delay, and raptured all 

With the adornments of a cultured hill 

Laved by his wandering wave, the rural ſwains 

Beheld two Roſes of illuſtrious ſtem 

Bluſhing with orient bloom. The morning dews 

Lay on their leaves impearling them. The gales 
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That fan the boſom of returning Spring, 
And waft perfumes from her ambroſial hair, 
Play'd with their waving foliage, and diffus'd 
Their influence and enlivening odor bland. 

No noiſome weed was near them: and no ſhrub 
Of noxious. quality, with faſt embrace 

Twining inſidious mid the tender ſhoots, 
Empoiſoned them. No-fell-envenomed tooth. 

Of ravening inſect in the ſickly blaſt. | 

Of Eurus wafted; nor the tainting glance 

Of ſtars malignant ſhot athwart them, ſcath'd 
Their beauty. For a-noble Shepherd rear'd 

The lovely flowers; ke foſtered tliem ; invok'd 
The dews of heaven to water them ; invok'd 
Favonian breezes to preſerve them ſafe 

From mildews, peſtilential blights, and all 

The infectious vapours of a feveriſh (ky. 

By him ſollicited the muſes came, 

The muſes and. the virtnes: for. they knew: 

His voice, had ſeen him at their, altar oft 

With pure oblation bend. They came, and wak'd. 
Thoſe energies producing unperceiv'd. 

But in the conſequence and fair effect, 

The power of pleaſing. Lovely flowers! they pleasd 
And bloomed, and ſmiled, unconſcious of their bloon 
Yet were they praiſed, and tuneful voices oft. 
Publiſhed their praiſes. Many a wood-nymph wild 
Hyed from her molly arbour to admire 

Their blazoned hye : and. in the coral grove 

Of Thetis, many a watry power extoll'd 
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heir. ſoft-ſubduing-virtues. Chie fly thoſe 
hat! from fantaſtic urns and fountains hid 
n glimmering grottoes, or in caverned rocks 

dour tribute to the Devon, and increaſe 

he pride of. Forth. Even ſcientific Clyde 

caſed from his meditation, andrefrain'd 

rom claſſic warblings, -raviſhed with the meed 
(towed on Devon and his peerleſs blooms. 

ay heard with extacy; and raptured Erne 
iſtened with fond attention. | 
e that admired, and with due rites e 
ranſplanted them, and bade them grow beſide 
ſour native ſtreams, «preſerve them. Be aſſur'd, 

is not their beauty and external grace 

hat ſolely will delight you. They have powers 
ind energies to bleſs your ſouls, to ſoothe 

he anxieties of human life, to heal 

he wounds inflicted by purſuing care, 

o fill your breaſts with heavenly fires, improve, 
und dignify your natures. For I deem, 
right I read the myſtic viſion, now 
n high effulgent coloring-reveal'd 
luſpicious by the muſe, I deem from bowers 
happineſs, a ſpirit pure deſcends, 


Ind viſits them propitious, and imparts, 


ren with maternal tenderneſs, imparts 
ſirtues of powerful efficacy. Soft 
ith dews of even, the bleſſed influence comes; 


ind often with the holy morning; ere 


he gairiſh day her eaſtern window decks 
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With blazing beams; when ſolemn ſilence reigns, 
Aud the religious awful hour beſt ſuits: 

The viſit of etherial gueſts. Receive, 

O ye ſo highly favored, aye receive 

Grateful that holy influence, and preſerve 


Its energies entire; for they will laſt, 


And gain you favor, and procure you peace, 

Even at the dreary time when wintry winds 

Shall reave the valley of her roſeat hues. 
*Twas thus a ſwain uncouth in ruſtic guiſe, 


Warbling the meaſures of an oaten reed, 


Ventured to join a bridal pomp, and bleſs'd 

The fair occaſion. Fain, with feſtive note 

And lyric extacy, would he have rais'd 

The various modulation, and have call'd 

On Cupid peradventure, and his band 

Of Smiles and Graces, from the Cyprian ſhore, 
To gladden the folemnity. 'The. muſe | 
Rebuked his purpoſe. *©* Reckleſs ſwain, ſhe cry'd, 
«© Deem'it thou, where youth and beauty in the fan 
O Of Hymen worſhip, that the Paphian band 

* Are diſtant, or require thy bidding? Changs 

„% Thy ſimple thought, and with demeanor duc 

“ Tender thy gratulation.“ He obey'd, | 
Duteous, as well beſeemed him, to the Power 
That often led him to the lonely wild, 

And viſited his ſecret ſoul with dreams 
Effulgent; or with various-dittie& notes, 

He yielded due obedience; but unf{kill'd 

In courtly blandiſnment, and fearful all, 
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. 

eigns, y utterance unſeemly, to offend 
ars cuſtomed to more honied accents ſmooth'd 
n faſhionable mode; with borrowed phraſe 
\mbiguous, and alluſion ſoft, he veiPd - 
is mind in quaint diſguiſement. Gentle Dames! 
rewhile ye liſtened, and with partial ſmile 

„ \pproved his minſtrelſy. Even now, he deems, 

| e will accept his offering; for it flows 
Lrdent, and bears the ſignature of truth. 

ſe, 33 
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he cry'd, 
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and 
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TO THE. CU.CKOO | 
; . x | could I. 


Hur, beauteous ſtranger of the wood, We'd n 
Attendant on the ſpring ! ban ur annua 
Now heaven repairs thy rural ſeat, Compa 


And woods thy welcome ſing. 


Soon as the daiſie decks the green, 
Thy certain voice we hear: 

Haſt thou a ſtar to guide thy path, 
Or mark the rolling year? 

4 3 

Delightful viſitant! with thee 
I hail the time of flowers, 

When heaven is fill'd with muſic ſweet 
Of birds among the bowers. 


The ſchoolboy, wand'ring in the wood 
To pull the flowers ſo gay, | 
Starts, thy curious voice to hear, 
And imitates thy lay. 


Soon as the pea puts on the bloom, 
Thou fly'ſt thy vocal vale, 

An annual gueſt, in other lands, 
Another ſpring to hail, 
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weet bird! thy bower is ever green, 
Thy ſky is ever clear; | 
hou haſt no ſorrow in thy fong, - + 
No winter in thy year! 


could I fly, I'd fly with thee; pil 3.mk2 
We'd make, with focial wing 77 
ur annual viſit o'er the globe, 2153-34520 28t 
Companions of the ſpring. 


7% 
- 4 
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Mid the 
Is there 
Ah! ſpa 
Nor mar 
Elſe muſ 


xx. 
THE GCOBLER. 


HY ſhould the muſe in high n verſe 
Sing the ſtern warrior, and the —_—_y plain? 
Why not the praiſe of induſtry rehearſe, * 
Its heart-felt pleaſure, and laborious bens! 2 
In a ſmall corner of yon narrow lane 
An humble habitation may you ſee; 
Its lonely window boaſts no chryſtal pane 
O free from taxes may it ever be! 
Aſk you who dwells within? why then ſtep in and {: 


He rwl 
he thre; 
"hen to 
And the 
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There lives a lowly wight, unknown to fame, 

Of doubtleſs merit he, howe'er obſcure; Ye reſt] 
That artiſt fly, whom we a Cobler name, un witho 
For ever chearful, and for ever poor. ifs to the 
Far from the precincts of his peaceful door lother ma 
Vexatious riches fly, and waſting ſorrow; hate'er i: 
To- day is his; that he enjoys ſecure ; it a hee] 
And to the care of heaven commits to-morrow: r ſhould a 
Nor aught has he to lend, nor aught can think Where is an 
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borrow. obling's t! 

He with the dawning of the early morn, 'Tis-nigh 
What time the loud-pip'd cock unceaſing crows, ke a faint 
Briſk as the hunter at the ſounding horn, ſickly fla 


Starts up in haſte, and to his ccll he goes : beams ſc 
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Mid the keen piercing air his viſage glows, _ 

Is there no brandy then at my command? 

Ah! ſpare, ye biting froſts, his helpleſs toes; 

Nor mar the uſeful labours of his hand, 

Elſe muſt my naked feet unwilling. print the ſand. 


He rubs his hands a while, and Jown he fits; 
he thread is twin'd; the wax along it flies 
hen to the laſt the patient ſhoe he fits, 
and the ſharp awl right cunningly he plies. 
Meanwhile he liſtens to the tuneful cries: 
df falt, of cabbage, or of fiſh toſell; (> -- 
r elſe ome merry ſong doth he deviſe, 
hich ſtories quaint of ancient times doch an; 
Ir whiſtles as he works, e m contented well. 


nd ſe 


je, 
Ye reſtleſs imps; that run about the ſtreet, 
un without fear; tis needleſs to give o' er: 
liſs to the fire may freely ſet her feet; 
lother may ſcold; and what can ſhe do more? 
hate'er is loſt, the cobler can reſtore; 
it a heel, or ſhould a ſeam be lit, 
v: r ſhould a hole, burnt out, appear before, 
hink Where is an art which even that hole can fit: 
obling's that worthy art: I ſing the praiſe of it, 


Tis night; I fee his dimly-glimm'ring lamp; 
WS, ke a faint ſtar which through the fog doth ſhine, 
ſickly flames oppreſs d with vapours >" 
beams ſcarce reaching this abode of mine 
H 3 
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By it he fits, nor yet doth he repine—— . 
What doſt thou mean, thou raſh miſchievous boy ? 
Lay down. that ſtone ; that wicked wit of thine, 5 
Be gone with ſpeed, and ſome where elſe employ: H 
Let honeſt induſtry in peace itſelf enjoy. 


| Hum 
But now the labour of the day is done; 2 

Nor without half-pence is his leathern purſe + Au me! 
O ſweet reward of toil! how fairly won ! The p 
However little, got without a curſe. Stranger te 
$0 home he hies him, freely to diſburſe And te: 


The earnings of the day in ale ſo brown 1 955 
He thanks kind heaven that made his lot no worſe ; f cer I've 
Then takes his drink, and lays him ſoftly down; Ife'er 1 
Nor wants a loving wife, his honeſt joys to crown. Mt cer a wi 
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XXVI. 
nu MANI TY. 


as 


Hs nibil 45 len. TH TenzurT. 
An me! how little knows the human heart, 
The pleaſing taſk of ſoſt' ning others woe, 
Stranger to joys that pity can impart, . 
And tears ſweet nm can teach to flow. 


ſe; WM cer. r ve ns my . wat PM 

If er I've bow'd my knee at Fortune's ſhrine, 

n. {Wt c'cr a wiſh eſcap'd me to be great, | 4 
The fervent prayer, Humanity, was thine, 


iſh that man who hears the piteous tale . 
Unmoy'd, to whom the heart- felt glow's unknown; 

Dn. whom the widow's plaints could ne'er prevail, 
Nor made the injur'd wretch's-cauſe his own, 


1 little . the atze joy, 
The thrilling bliſs of chearing wan Deſpair! * 

low little knows the pleaſing, warm employ, 
That calls the graceful tribute of a tear! 


The ſplendid. dome, the ales . to rear, 

The glare of pride and pomp, be, Grandeur, thineg 
To wipe from Miſery's eye the wailing tear, 
And ſoothe the oppreſſed orphan's woes, be mine. 


„„ MODERN POEMS 


Be't mine the bluſh of modeſt worth to ſpare, 
To change to ſmiles Affliction's riſing ſigh, 
The kindred warmth of Charity to fhare, 

Till joy ſhall ſparkle from the tear-fill'd eye. 


Can the loud laugh, the mirtli-inſpiring bowl, 
The dance, or choral ſong, or joeund glee, 
Affect the glowing, ſympathizing ſoul, 
Or warm the breaſt, Humanity, like thee ? 


The pallid coward's heart thou. ſcorn'ſt to bear, 
Thy ſeat's the gen'rous boſom of the brave; 
The fame bold warmth that bids the valiant dare, 
Bids him the trembling, proſtrate victim ſave. 


Not all the laurels on great Caeſar's brow, 
Not all the honour Rome to pay him ſtrove, 
Could ſuch a glorious, deathleſs meed beſtow 


Shall murd'rous conqueſt point the path to fame? 
Shall ſcenes of ravage (ſtill employ the muſe? 
And ſhall not tender Mercy have her claim ? 

The palm to her ſhall ſtill the ſong refuſe ? 


Ah no! the proweſs of the hero's ſword, 
(When but to rapine and to wafte confin'd) 
The ſhouts of triumph can no name afford, 
Na title like Tue Far AER or MANKIND: 


As the fair wreath that meek-ey'd Mercy wove. 
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foung Ammon's, or the Swediſn Charles's fame, 
May win the wonder of the unthinking eroud, 

ut Reaſon's ſober voice hall ſtill proclaim, ' - + 

«© The n to r. are not wet with blood.” 

o purge an impious, b bold, dh race, 

The ſtagnate, poiſon- breeding air to cleanſe, 

he indignant Father bids his wrath take place, 

A conqu'rer now, and now a whirlwind ſends. 


gelenting then, he bids the ſtorms aſſwage, 
And lo a Titus or a Brunſwick reigns; 

re, Muſtice and Mercy bleſs the happy age, 

And Peace and TROVE chan * n plans, 1 
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.M 
XXVII. Fithin th 
| He lan 
THE FRLAR OF ORDERS GRAY. i, cos 
e | And p 
FIRST PUBLISHED BY MR, PERCY« 
5 e | Here bore 
T was a friar of orders gray rk} obey Six pro 
Walkt forth to tell his beades; nd man 
And he met with a lady faire Within 
Clad in a & Gene weedes. 
0 | ind art t! 
Now Chriſt thee fave, thou Serena ien And ar 
I pray thee tell to me, 0-291 nd didſt 


If ever at yon holy ane | fs 50 Break, 
My true love thou didſt ſee. 


| O weep no 
And how ſhould J know your true love Some g 
From many another one? Niet not va 
O by his cockle hat, and ſtaff, Ne tear 
And by his ſandal ſhoone. | 
| | | 0) do not, 
But chiefly by his face and mien, My ſorr 
That were fo fair to view; or I have 
His flaxen locks that ſweetly curl'd, That e' 
And eyne of lovely blue. 
und nowe. 


O lady, he is dead and gone! I'll ever 
Lady, he's dead and gone ! or thee I 
And at his head a green graſs turfe, For the! 


And at his heels a ſtone, 
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ithin theſe holy cloyſters long 

He languiſht, and he dyed, 
. Lamenting of a ladyes love, . 
And playning of her pride, ee... 


Here bore him barefac'd on his bier 
Six proper youths and tall, | 
nd many a tear.bedew'd his grave '' 
Within yon kirk-yard wall. 


\nd art thou dead, thou gentle youth! 1 ff 
And art thou dead and gone! 
nd didſt thou dye for love of me! * 

Break, cruel heart of ſtone! 


O weep not, lady, weep not ſoe ; 
Some ghoſtly comfort ſeek : 
et not vain ſorrow rive thy heart, 
Ne teares bedew thy che kk. 


) do not, do not, holy friar, 
My ſorrow now reprove; 

or I have loſt the ſweeteſt youth, 
That e'er wan ladyes love. 


ind nowe, alas! for thy fad Joſſs, 
I'll evermore weep and ſigh; | 
or thee I only wiſht to live, 30 
For thee I wiſh ts dye. 5 aig, 
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adſt tho 
And le 
or young 
Since fi 


Weep no more, lady, weep no more, 
Thy ſorrowe is in vaine: 

For violets pluckt the ſweeteſt Sees * 
Will ne'er make grow againe. 


ow fay n 
I pray t 
ly love ht 


Our joys as winged. dreams doe flye, 
Why then ſhould forrow:laſt ? --, 
Since grief but aggravates thy-loſle,- 


Grieve not for what is paſt. _ O he w. 
O ſay not ſoe, thou holy friar; nd art th 
I pray thee, ſay not ſoe: And dic 
For ſince my truerlove dyed for mee, hen farey 


*'Tis meet my tears ſhould flow. A pilgri 


And will he ne'er come again? t firſt up 
Will he ne'er come again? + My wea! 
Ah! no, he is dead and laid in "bis s grave, nd thrice, 
For ever to remain. That wr 
His cheek was redder than the raſe: t ſtay, fa 
The comlieſt youth was he Beneath 
But he is dead and laid in his grave: Je through 
Alas, and woe is me!!! And driz 
Sigh no more, lady, ſigh no more, ay me n 
Men were deceivers ever: O ſtay m 
One foot on ſea and one on land, Katz!  drizzly r 


To one thing conſtant never. Can waſh 
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adſt thou been fond, he had been falſe, 
And left thee ſad and heavy; _ 

or young men ever were fickle found, 
Since ſummer trees were leafy. 


ow fay not ſoe, thou holy friar, 
I pray thee ſay not ſoe : 

ly love he had the trueſt heart: 

O he was ever true! 


nd art thou dead, thou much-loy'd youth, 
And didſt thou dye for mee ? 

hen farewell home; for ever-more 

A pilgrim I will bee. 


t firſt upon my true-loves grave 

My weary limbs I'll lay, 

nd thrice I'll kiſs the green-graſs turf, 
That wraps his breathleſs clay. 
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t ſtay, fair lady; reſt awhile 

Beneath this cloyſter wall: | 

e through the hawthorn blows the cold wind, 
And drizzly rain doth fall. 
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ſtay me not, thou holy friar; 
O ſtay me not I pray; 
 drizzly rain that falls on me, 
Can waſh my fault away. 


1 n 
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Jet ſtay, fair lady, turn again, 
And dry thoſe pearly tears; 
For ſee beneath this gown of gray 
Thy owne true- love appears. 


Here forc'd by grief, and hopeleſs love, 
Theſe holy weeds I ſought; 

And here amid theſe lonely walls 
To end my days I thought. 


But haply for my year of grace 
| Is not yet paſt away, | 
Might I till hope to win thy love, 
No longer would I ſtay. 


Now farewell grief, and welcome joy 
Once more unto my heart : 

For ſince I have found thee, lovely Phe” 
We never more will part. 


Toax, 
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XXVIII. 


T 0 M: £5 


BY DR. GOLDSMITH, 


Toax, gentle Hermit of the dale, 

«© And guide my lonely way 
To where yon taper chears the vale 
« With hoſpitable ray. 


For here, forlorn and loſt I tread, 

« With fainting ſteps and ſlow, 
Where wilds immeaſurably ſpread 

« Seem lengthening as I go.” 
Forbear, my fon,” the Hermit cries, 
« To tempt the dangerous gloom, 
For yonder faithleſs phantom flies 

« To lure thee to thy doom. 


Here to the houſeleſs child of Want 
“ My door is open ſtill; © 

And tho' my portion is but ſcant, 

“J give it with good will: 


Then turn to-night, and freely ſhare 
* Whate'er my cell beſtows; 

My ruſhy couch, and frugal fare, 
My bleſſing, and repoſe. 
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M 
itt > *& No flocks that range the valley free \nd now 
uy To ſlaughter I condemn ; To tak 
11 «© Taught by that Power that pities me, he Herm 
Ti % learn to pity them: And ch 
[ | © But from the mountain's graſly fide nd ſprea 
ih A guiltleſs feaſt I bring; And ga 
x « A ſcrip with herbs and fruits ſupply'd, and, (kill 

| 6 And water from the ſpring. The lin 

| | | 6 Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego 2 round in 
1 « All earth- born cares are gone: Its tricl 
11 „Man wants but little here below, .) he cricke 
| þ | « Nor wants that little long.” The cra 

1 | Soft as the dew from Heaven deſcends, | ut nothin 
1 | His gentle accents fell; nt | To ſoot 
. The modeſt ſtranger lowly bends. or grief v 
| | And follows to the cell. | And te: 

1 Far in a wilderneſs obſcure is riſing c 
The lonely manſion lay, 1 50! With an 

A refuge to the neighbouring poor, . And wh 

And ſtrangers led aſtray. 4 h “The { 

No ſtores beneath its humble thatch | From be! 
Requir'd a maſter's care; + © Reluc 

The wicket opening with a latch a Or grieve 


Receiv'd the harmleſs pair, | Or un 
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nd now when buſy crowds retire - 
To take their evening reſt, 

he Hermit trimm'd his little fire, 
And chear'd his penſive gueſt; 


nd ſpread his vegetable ſtore, 
And gaily preſt, and ſmil'd, 
und, ſkill'd in legendary lore, 3 
The lingering hours beguil'd. 
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And tears began to flow. 


round in ſympathetic mirth g 
Its tricks the kitten tries, 
he cricket chirrups in the hearth, e 
The crackling faggot flies. | 
ut nothing could a charm impart, "0 i 
To ſoothe the ſtranger's woe; \ 1 
or grief was heavy at his heart, 8 A Mt | 


is riſing cares the Hermit ſpy'>;, 

With anſwering care oppreſt : 

And whence, unhappy youth,” he cry'd, 
„The ſorrows of thy breaſt ? 


e * 
- —— — —— 
2 —— ts 


From better habitations ſpurn'd, © A 
* Reluctant doſt thou rove ? 

Or grieve for friendſhip unreturn'd, 

Or unregarded love? 


1 


- 
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Alas! the qoys that fortune brings 
& Are trifling, and decay; | 

© And thoſe who prize the paltry thing 
« More trifling ſtill than they. 


& And what is Friendſhip but a name, 
«© A charm that lulls to ſleep, 

© A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 
« And leaves the wretch to weep ? 


e And Love is ſtill an emptier ſound, - 
«© The modern fair-one's jeſt, 

< On earth unſeen, or only found 
& To warm the turtles neſt. 


& For ſhame, fond youth, thy ſorrows huſh, 
And ſpurn the ſex,” he ſaid: 

But while he ſpoke, a riſing bluſh 

His love-lorn gueſt betray d. 


Surpriz'd he ſees new beauties riſe, 
Swift mantling to the view, 

Like colours o'er the morning ſkies, 
As bright, as tranſient too. 


The baſhful look, the riſing breaſt, 
Alternate ſpread alarms, 

The lovely ſtranger ſtands confeſt 

A maid in all her charms. 


N 


© And a 
cc A \ 
© Whoſ 
cc WI 


© But let 
«© Wh 
© Who 1 


«© Col 


My fat 
cc A \ 
And a 
cc He 


© To wit 
8 Un! 
Who p 
© Ani 


© Each h 
«© Wit 
Amon 
© But 


© In hun 
© No 
* Wiſdor 
« But 
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And ah! forgive a ſtranger rude, 
« A wretch forlorn, ſhe cry'd, | 

© Whoſe feet unhallowed thus intrude _ + 1 
«© Where Heaven and you reſide. 


gut let a maid.thy pity ſhare, 3 
«© Whom Love has taught to ſtray; 

© Who ſeeks for reſt, but finds Deſpaix 
© Companion of her way. 


My father liv'd beſide the Tyne, 
« A wealthy Lord was hes: | 

And all his. wealth was mark'd as mine; % 
* He had but only me. 


ab 


To win me from his tender arms 
© Unnumber'd ſuitors came; 

© Who prais'd me for imputed. charms, 
© And felt or feign'd a flame. 


Each hour à mercenary crowd 
© With richeſt proffers ſtrore 

© Among the reſt young Edwin bow'd, 
«© But never talk'd of love. 


In humble ſimpleſt habit clad, . -. 

© No wealth or power had he; 
* Wiſdom and worth were all he had; 
« But theſe were all to me, 
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te The bloſſom opening to the day 
The deus of heaven refin'd, 

ce Could nought of purity ny" 
« To emulate his mind... 


te The dew, the bloſſoms of the tree, 32 


6 With charms inconſtant ſhine; 
6 Their charms were his, but woe to me, 
Their conſtancy was mine. 


For ſtill I try'd each fickle art, | 
© Importunate and vain ; 


C And while bis paſſion touch'd my heart 


6 I triumph'd in his pain; 


& Till quite dejected with my ſcorn, 
« He left me to my pride, 

& And ſought a ſolitude forlorn- 
In ſecret, where he died: 


But mine the ſorrow, mine the fault, 
«© And well my life ſhall pay, 

ac 711 ſeek the ſolitude he ſought, - 
And ſtretch me where he lay—. 


& And there forlorn, deſpairing hid, 
«© I'll lay me down and die; 

os *T'was ſo for me that Edwin did; 
And fo for him will I.“ 


\ 


Forbid 
And c 
he wone 
"Twas 


Turn, 
cc My ( 
Thy ou 
«© Reſt 


Thus le 
« And 
And ſha 
« My | 


No, nev 
«© We'l 
The gh 
“Shall 


Forbid it, Heaven!“ the Hermit cry'd, 
And claſp'd her to his breaſt; 

he wondering fair one turn'd to chide; 
Twas Edwin's (elf that preſt. 


Turn, Angelina, ever dear; 

« My charmer, turn to ſee 

Thy own, thy long-loſt Edwin here, 
t Reſtor'd to love and . 


5 


Thus let me hold thee to wy we 


« And every care reſign-; Saber e334 alive 
And ſball we never, never part. 


" he life —my all that's GM 


3; 4 3 LT od £ 


No, never, * this hour wo yon 

„% We'll live and love ſo true,; 
The ſigh that rends thy conſtant eee 
“Shall break thy Edwin's too.“ 
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Need 
XXIX. = he rapt 
131% T4 1 eed we 
Nr draw 


DOUBLE TRANSFORMATION et it ſul 
eclaſp* 


A 11 1 . * and, thi 
Let in an 


THE, 


BY THE : SAME. = 
e The h 
Se cru xD from Anois ſtrife, | he ſecor 
Jack Book-worm led a college _ | \ third, 
A fellowſhip at twenty-five © oe he fifth 
Made him the happieſt man alive; £ ut, whe 
He drank his glaſs and crack'd his joke, ; Jack foun 
And Freſhmen wonder'd as ny ſpoke ; ound ha 
| roſe fro 
Such pleaſures unallay'd with care, e ut ſtill t 
Could any aceident impair? {4 | hat very 
Could Cupid's ſhaft at length tranfix, | | 
Our ſwain arriv'd at thirty-ſix ? Skill'd 
O had the archer ne'er come down ut drefſi1 
To ravage in a country town! nd, juſt 
Or Flavia been content to ſtop - turns 
At triumphs in a Fleet ſtreet ſhop. is true | 
O had her eyes forgot to. blaze ! alf nake 
Or Jack had wanted eyes to gaze. t when 
O hut let exclamation ceaſe, Ive greaſ 
Her preſence baniſh'd all his peace. ould fo 1 
So with decorum all things carry'd; o be a d 
Miſs frown'd, and bluſh'd, and then was— married. 
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Need we expoſe to vulgar ſight, 

he raptures of the bridal night? 

eed we intrude on hallow'd ground, 

Ir draw the curtains clos'd around ? : -.. 

et it ſuffice, that each had charms; 

eclaſp'd a goddeſs in his arms; 

and, tho' ſhe felt his uſage rough, 

Yet in a man *twas well enough. 


ON 


The honey-moon like light*ning flew, 

he ſecond brought its tranſports too. 
third, a fourth were not amiſs 

he fifth was friendſhip mix'd with bliſs 2 

ut, when a twelvemonth paſs'd away, - 
ack found his goddeſs made of clay; © 
ound half the charms that deck'd her face, 
roſe from powder, ſhreds, or lace ; 

ut (till the worſt remain'd behind, 

hat very face had robb'd her mind. 


Skill'd in no other arts was ſhe, _ 
ut dreſſing, patching, repartee; 
nd, juſt as humour roſe or fell, 
turns a ſlattern or a belle : 
is true ſhe dreſs'd with modern grace, 
alf naked at a ball or race 
Int when at home, at board or bed, 
ire greaſy night- caps wrap'd her head. 
duld ſo much beauty condeſcend 
o be a dull domeſtic friend? 


arricd, 
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Could any curtain lectures bring 
To decency ſo fine a thing? 


In ſhort, by night, twas fits or fretting; - 


By day, 'twas gadding or dee = 
Fond to be ſeen ſhe kept a bevy 
Of powder'd coxcombs at her levy; 


The *'ſ{quire and captain took their ſtations, 


And twenty other near relations; | 
Jack ſuck'd his pipe, and often broke 
A ſigh in ſuffocating ſmoke; 


While all their hours were paſs'd between 7 


Inſulting ee or ſpleen. | 3431 


Til * ä : } 


Thus as hab faults 1 a . were known 


He thinks her features coarſer grown; 
He fancies every vice ſhe ſhews - 

Or thins her lip, or points her noſe: 
Whenever rage or,envy- tiſe, | 

How wide her mouth, how-wild her . 
He knows not how, but ſo it is, 


Her face is grown a knowing phy; 


And, tho' her fops are wond'rous civil, 
He thinks her ugly as the devil. 


Now, to perplex the ravell'd nooze, 
As each a different way purfues, 
While ſullen or loquacious ſtrife 
Promis'd to hold them on for life, 
That dire diſeaſe, vhoſe ruthleſs power, 
Withers the beauty's tranſient flower: 
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o! the ſmall pox, whoſe horrid glare, 
evell'd its terrors at the fairs 

and, rifling every youthful grace, 

eft but the remnant of a face. 


* 


| 
- 
; 
3 
} 
C 


bl 
| 


5 


The glaſs, grown hateful to her fi ght, 
eflected now a perfect frightz 

ach former art ſhe vainly tries 

o bring back luſtre to her eyes. 1] {30% 74D 
vain ſhe tries her paſte and crems, 4 | 

o ſmooth her ſkin, or hide its feamsy | 
er country beaux and city cu ins,, 
vers no more; flew eee on 1 
e ſquire himſelf was ſeen to yield, | 

id even the nen _ the mm 


Poor Madam now odio the bach: 1 


e reſt of life with anxious eee ity sLavi 
receiving others fairly flown + ö 51 g 10 eth 
tempted pleaſing him Fan ale nod; svig E! 


k ſoon was dazzled to beho ll 
r preſent face ſurpaſs the old gt 1 
th modeſty her cheeks are dy d.. 
mility diſplaces pride, often rome A 


taudry finery is ſeen, F item 9 If 

xerſon ever neatly cleant/ 1-4 4 he 1f 2! 110 

more preſuming on her way 7 
7 "2 


learns good nature every day, 
nely gay, and ſtrict in duty, 
finds his wife a perfect beauty. 
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BY THE. SAM x. 


Ay, cruel Ix 1s, pretty rake, 

Dear, mercenary beauty, 
What annual offering ſnall I ee 
Expreſſive of my duty? - 

My heart, a victim to thine eyes, 
Should 1 at once deliver, 

Say, would the angry fair one . 
The gift, who flights the giver? 

A bill, a jewel, watch or toy © ' 
My rivals give and let them. 


If gems or gold impart a joy, 
I'll give them, when I'get them, 
I'll give—but not the new-blown roſe, 


Or roſe-bud more in:falhion : 

Buch ſhort-liv'd off rings but . 
A tranſitory paſſion. ie 
I'll give thee ſomething yet rel, | 

Not leſs ſincere than civil, | 


I'll give thee—ah too ——_— maid! * 


I'll give thee—to the devil. 1 


BY THE 


ITH n 
Whi 
rong Ne 
And ri 


| Neptur 
By grea 
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XxXXXI. 
mr HORSE, AND THE OLIVE. 


zy THE LATE ARCHDEACON PARNELL, > NOT TI 


' PRINTED IN nis WORKS, 


ITH e tale has ancient + wildem move, 

Whilſt thus 1 fing to make the moderns wife's 
rong Neptune once with ſage Minerva ſtrove, 
MEE Ia Sea e WAS aire herb g 
| Neptune, Plutus 8 power of gain), 

By great Minerva, bright Apollo ſtood ;; 
t Jove ſuperior bade the ſide obtain, 
Which beſt contriv d to do the nation ea. 


hen Mane eriking, * the W W 
The warlike Horſe came pawing on the plain, 
nd as it toſt its mane, and pranc'd around, 
By this he cries, I'll make the people reign. 


e Goddeſs, ſmiling, gently bow'd her ſpear, 

And rather thus they ſhall be bleſs'd ſhe faid 5 #15%. 

en upwards ſhooting in the vernal air, | 

Prin n the fruitful Ove ba. | 
3, Ik K 2 11 
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But if we 
Whor 
preat Al 
And u 


Jove ſaw what gift the rural powers deſign'd, 
And took the impartial ſcales, reſolv'd to ſhow, 
If greater bliſs in warlike pomp we find, 

Or in the calm which peaceful times beſtow, 
On Neptune's part he plac'd victorious days, Vith her 
Gay trophies won, and fame extending wide; When 
But plenty, ſafety, ſcience, arts, and caſe, Thene'er 
Minerva's ſcale with ander d —_— She ga 


Fierce war 8 e gentle peace would ſave; 
Sweet peace reſtores what angry war deſtroys; 
War made for peace, with what rewards the brave, 
While _ it's e from itſelf 60Jo7s. 


Hence eee Neptune to the ſea withdr 
Hence wiſe Minerva rul'd Athenian lands; 
Her Athens hence in arts and honours grew, + 
And ftill her Olives deck paciic | Ron 


Jak fables thus dilclosd. a n ind 
May form juſt rules to chuſe the truly great, 
And ſubjects weary'd with diſtreſſes find, 
Whoſe kind endeavours molt befriend the ſtate. 


Even Britain here may learn to place her love, 

If cities won, her kingdom's wealth have coſt; 
If Anna's thoughts the patriot ſouls approve, 
Whoſe cares reſtore that wealth the wars had o 


woe 


* 
6 


tate. 
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But if we aſk, the moral to diſcloſe, 
Whom her beſt patroneſs Europa calls, 

Sreat Anna's title no exception knows, 
And enn in this. the fable falls. 


Vith her nor Neptune or ee vies; 
Whene er ſhe pleas d, her troops to:conqueſt flew : 
Whene'er ſhe pleaſes, peaceful times ariſe : 
She gave the Horſe, and: gives the Olive too. 
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BE WRLTTEN. BY DR. PARNELL. 


—— 0 * eee | 
In. modelling her children's minds, 
In midſt of whom with great delight 
She paſſes many a winter night; 
Mingles in every play to find 
What biaſs Nature gave the mind. 
Reſolving thence to take her aim 
To guide them to the realms of fame, 
And wiſely make thoſe realms the way 
To regions of eternal day 3 » 

Each boiſt'rous paſſion to controul, 
And early humanize the ſoul, 

In ſimple tales beſide the fire, | 
The nobleſt notions would inſpire. 
Her offspring, conſcious of her care, 
Tranſported hung around her chair. 
Of Scripture Heroes ſhe would tell, 


Then the delighted Mother fmiles, 
And ſhews the ftory on the tiles. 
At other times her themes would be 


The Sages of antiquity, 


#, 


314 MODERN POEMS, 


© 71 * TALE; 


TO BE ADDED TO MR. GAY'S FABLES, SUPPOSED T( 


Whoſe names they d liſp ere they could ſpell, 


Who lef 
By being 
Studi 
he vari 
How Vir 
To thine 
old Tu 
The patr 
Then ble 
Vho ſav 

gain ſh 
And tells 
teele's C 
and ente 
ongreve 
orbid as 
hat Aut 
ut heigh 

This h 
book of 
nd told 
fund of 
ch mor: 
ch decet 
ell has t 
o raiſe tl 
Her fav 
d, as h. 
ade ſuch 
ie moth 


Who left a deathleſs name behind, 
y being bleſſings to their kind. 


he various turns of things below; 
How Virtue here was oft diſtreſs'd, 
To ſhine more glorious with the bleſs'd ; 


ED Ti 
LEY ſold Tully's and the Gracchi's doom, 


gain ſhe takes another ſcope, 

and tells of Addiſon and Pope: 

teele's Comedies gave great delight, 
and entertain'd them many a night. 
ongreve could no admittance find, 
orbid as poiſon to the mind 


hat Author's wit and ſenſe, ſays ſhe, 


ut heighten'd his impiety. 
This happy mother met one day 
book of Fables writ by Gay; 


nd told her children, here's a treaſure, 


fund of wiſdom and of pleaſure !. 
ch morals, and ſo finely writ} 
ch decency, good ſenſe, and wit! 
fell has the Poet found the art 

g o raiſe the mind and mend the heart. 
Her fav'rite ſon the Author ſeiz'd, 


d, as he read, ſeem'd highly pleas'd: 


ade ſuch re flections on each page, 
le mother thought above his age: 
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Studious to let her children knoW 
The patriot's and the pride of Rome ;- * 


Then bleſs'd the Drapier's happier ſate, 
ſho ſav'd, and lives to guard, the ſtate. 
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Delighted read, but ſcarce was able 
To finilk the concluding fable. 


What ails my child? the mother eries; 


Whoſe ſorrows now have fill'd your eyes ? 
Oh, dear Mamma, can he want friends, 
Who writes for ſuch exalted ends ? 

Oh baſe, degenerate human kind! 

Had I a fortune to my mind, 

Should Gay complain? But now, alas! 
'Fhro' what a world ame I to paſs! 
Where Friendſhip is an empty name, 
And merit ſcarcely paid in fame. 
Reſolv'd to lull his woes to. reſt, 

She tells him. he ſhould hope the beſt::: . 
This has been yet his caſe, I own, 

But now Auguſtus fills the throne. 
Content that tender heart of thine,, 
He'll be the care of Caroline: 

Who thus inſtruds the royal race 

Can't fail of ſome diſtinguiſh'd place. 


Mamma, if you-were Queen, ſays he;, 


And ſuch a book. were writ for me, * 
Efind 'tis ſo much to your taſte, | 
That Gay would keep his coach at leaſt;. 
My child, what you ſuppoſe is true, 
Flee its excellence in you. 

Poets, who write to mend the lady, 

A royal recompence ſhould find: 

But I am barr'd by Fortune's frouns- 

Eram the beſt privilege of Crowns,. 
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he glorious god- like power to bleſs, 
and raiſe up merit in diſtreſs. 
But, dear Mamma, I long to know, 
ere you the Queen, what you'd beſtow. 
hat I'd beſtow ? ſays ſhe, my dear, 
\t leaſt a thouſand pounds a year. 
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| | | Vain are 


On throwing by an Old BLACK C0 47 (= wr 


LD friend, farewel-—with whom full many a day, 
In varied mirth and grief, hath roll'd away. 

No more thy form retains its ſable dye, 
But, like gray beauty, palls upon the eye 
That form which ſhone ſo late in faſhion's bloom! 
How fall'n !-—erewhite the glory of the loom! 
Late, wrapt ſecure within thy woollen folds, 
I brav'd the ſummer rains, and winter colds. 
Fearleſs of coughs, catarrhs, which Eurus brings, 
Or dark November, on his noiſome wings, 
Whiſtling a tune, like Cymon in the ſong, 
Through filthy ſtreets and kanes I've trudg'd along; 
Nor heeded aught the Hackney Coachman's cries, 
Though coach your honour ſounded to the ſkies : 
And ſhall I then forget thy brighter hue, 
Sell thee a ſlave to yonder hoarſe-mouth'd Jew? 
Forbid it gratitude---forbid it fhame—- 
That were a deed would blacken Clodio's name. 
Thou poor old man, whole brow is ſtreak'd with cart 
Stretch'd on the clay-cok earth, thy boſom bare, 
Had I but half that Clodio's ſhining ſtore, 
'Fhy breaſt ſhould heave with miſery no more : 
Yet take the ſcanty pittance I beſtow, 
This coat ſhall thjeld thee from the drifting ſnow. 
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But ere we part-—-indulge the moral lay, 


t, ye fools, who Hutter life away 


Hear 1 


e the rich man's toils, the proud man's brags, 
Nen turn to duſt and broad cloth turns to rags. 
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our han; 
— —inopemgue paterni ad tear: 
Et Laris, et Fundi— Kor 


Heavet 
Aru the ſorrows of a poor old man! is Heav 
Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to your door Wod your 
Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan, The ch. 
Oh! give relief---and Heaven will bleſs your ſtore, 
| . A little 
Theſe tatter'd cloaths my poverty beſpeak, hen like 
- Theſe hoary locks proclaim my length'ned years; It ah! of 
And many a furrow in my grief-worn cheek, y cattle 
Has been the channel to a ſtream of tears, | 
| | | My dan 
Yon houſe, erected on the riſing ground, Ir'd by a 
With tempting aſpe& drew me from my road, caſt abar 
For plenty there a reſidence has found, id doom 
And grandeur a magnificent abode, | 
| My tend 
(Hard is the Fate of the infirm and poor !) uck with 
Here craving for a morſel of their bread, -—liog'r 
A pamper'd menial forc'd me from the door, d left th 
To ſeek a ſhelter in an humbler ſhed. | 
| Pity the 
Oh! take me to your hoſpitable dome, ole trem 
Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold. ole days 


| Short is my paſſage to the friendly tomb, | give rel 
For I am poor —and miſerably old. 
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Should I reveal the ſource of every grief, 
f oft humanity e'er touch'd your breaſt, * 
our hands would not with-hold the kind relief, 
nd tears of pity could not be repreſt. 
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Heaven ſends misfortunes-—why ſhould we repine? 
is Heaven has brought me to the ſtate you ſee: 

nd your condition may be ſoon like mine, 

The child of forrow-—and of miſery. 


ir door 


tore. 4 | a 
A little farm was my paternal lot, | 
hen like the lark I ſprightly hail'd the motng 
it ah! oppreſſion forc'd me from my cot, 

y cattle dy'd, and blighted was e, corn. 
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My 8 the comfort of my age! 
r'd by a villain from her native home, 

calt abandon'd on the world's wide ſtage, 

id doom'd in ſcanty poverty to roam. 
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My tender en Wother of my care! 
j uck with ſad anguiſh at the ſtern decree, 

-—ling'ring fell a victim to deſpair, 

d left the world to wretchedneſs and me. 


Pity the ſorrows of a poor old man! 
Poſe trembling limbs have borne him to your door, | 
d.! oſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan, 
| dire relief=-and Heaven will bleſs your- ſtore. 
: 4 " 
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BY D R. S MOLLETT. 


HERE now are all my flatt'ring dreams of joy! 
Mo NIMIA, give my ſoul her wonted reſt ;— Mur fa 


Since firſt thy beauty fix'd my roving eye, I bo! 
Heart-gnawing cares corrode my penſive breaſt, I feel the 
Let happy lovers fly where pleaſures call, Glide ſw; 
With ſeſtive ſongs beguile the fleeting hour; 
Lead Beauty thro' the mazes of the ball, For whil, 
Or preſs her wanton. in love's roſeate bow'r. My blood 
For me, no more I'll range the empurpled mead Whope, fe 
Where ſhepherds pipe, and virgins dance around; Wand floo 
Nor wander thro” the woodbine's fragrant ſhade, | 
To hear the muſic of the grove reſound. + My fault 
I'll ſeek ſome lonely church, or dreary hall, In ſoothi 
Where fancy paints the glimm'ring taper blue, My tong 
Where damps hang mould'ring on the ivy'd wall, Wy marr 
And ſheeted.ghofts drink up the midnight dew : 
There leagu'd with hopeleſs anguiſh and deſpair, ¶ condemi 
Awhile in ſilence o'er my fate repine; And evet 
Then, with a long farewel to love and care, Unheard 


"To kindred duſt my weary limbs conſign. Unfriend 
Wilt thou, Mon1imia, ſhed a gracious tear : 
On the cold grave whete:all my forrows reſt.? 
Wilt thou ſtrew flowers, applaud my love ſincere, 
And bid the turf lie light upon my breaſt ! 
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BY THE SAME. 


joy! 


* 


ur fatal ſhafts unerring move, 

I bow before thine altar, lore; 
feel the ſoft reſiſtleſs flame | 
Glide ſwift thro* _ my vital frame. 
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For while 1 gaze, ay tn eels 

My blood in tides impetuous flows; 
mead,WHope, fear, and joy alternate roll, 

And 1 tranſport . my ſoul. 


My fault ring tongue attempts in * 
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b In ſoothing numbers to complain; | 
's My tongue ſome ſecret magic ties, 12 95 
„all,. y murmurs fink in broken ſighis. | £ 15 
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Condemn'd to nurſe eternal care, 

And ever drop the ſilent tear, 
Unheard I mourn, unknown 1 lich, N 
Unfriended live, ne die. 
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XXXVII. How beſt 

How ſoot 

N N RT, Mi 
By hands 
0 greatly 


| ./ Yhere fa 
BY DR, THOMAS WARTON> There let 
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55 | Where nt 
Jxs country's hope, when now the blooming heir len fly t 
Has left the parent's, or the guardian's care; rhro' th: 
Fond to poſſeſs, yet eager to deſtroy, And are, 
Of each vain youth, ay, what's the darling joy? Myorfcit, 1 
Of each fond frolic what the ſource and end, ofe all: 
His ſole and firſt ambition what? to ſpend. All are b 
Some ſquites, to Gallia's cooks molt dainty: dupe ro your 
Melt manors in ragouts, or drown in ſoups: What 
This coxcomb doats on fidlers, till he ſees Vhen th 
His mortgag'd mountains deſtitute of trees; gchold t! 
Convinc'd too late, that modern ſtrains can move, ¶ rach ple 
With mightier force than thoſe of Greece, the grore rhat par 
In headleſs ſtatues rich, and uſcleſs urns, hoſe be 
Marmoreo from the, claſſic tour returns; In ſimple 
So poor the wretch of current coin; you'd laugh ler vene 
He cares not---if his Caeſars be but ſafe. There al 
Some-tread the ſlippery paths of loye's delights, he rude 
'Thefe deal the cards, or ſhake the box at White's, ere age 
To different pleaſures different taſtes incline, \nd fort 
Nor the ſame fea receives the ruſhing ſwine. ; Pride an 
Tho' drunk alike with Circe's poiſonous bowl, chich d 
In ſeparate ſties the mimic monſters roll. 5 


21 


Ove, 
grove, 


But would ye learn, ye leiſure-loving ſquires, 
How beſt ye may diſgrace your prudent ſires; 

How ſooneſt ſoar to faſhionable ſhame, 

ze damn'd at once to ruin---and to fame; 

By hands of grooms ambitious to be crown'd, 

0 greatly dare to tread Olympic ground! 

Fhere fam'd New-market ſpreads her tempting plain, 
There let the choſen ſteed victorious ſtrain; 

Where not (as erſt was ſung in manly lays) 

Men fly to different ends thro' different ways; 
Thro' the ſame path, to the ſame. goal ye run, 
And are, at once, undoing and undone; 

Forfeit, forget friends, honour, and eſtate, 

oſe all at once for what ?---to win the plate: 
All are betray'd, and all alike betray, 

o your own beaſts; Acteon-like, a prey. 

What dreams of conqueſt fluſn'd Hilario's breaſt, 
Vhen the good knight at laſt retir'd to reſt ! 

zchold the youth with new-felt rapture mark 

ach pleaſing proſpect of the ſpacious park; 

hat park, where beauties undiſguis'd engage, 

hoſe beauties leſs the work of art than age; 

in ſimple ſtate, where genuine nature wears 

Her venerable dreſs of ancient years; 

here all the charms of chance with order meet, 
he rude, the gay, the graceful and the great. | 
Here aged oaks uprear their branches hoar, 

and form dark groves, which druids might adore; 
Pride and ſupport of Britain's conquering croſs, 
Which diſtant anceſtors ſaw crown'd with moſs: 
L. 3 
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With meeting boughs, and deep' ning to the view, MW Thick 1 


Here ſhoots the broad umbrageous avenue: Andi all 
Here various trees compoſe. a chequer'd ſcene, WM Himſcl! 
Glowing in-gay diverſities of green : rorns x 
There the full ſtream, thro' intermingling glades, At leng 
Shines a broad lake, or falls in deep caſcades. Is doon 
Nor wants a hazle copſe, or bee chen lawn, Yer 
Fo cheer with ſun or ſhade the bounding fawn. Vour di 

And ſee the good old ſeat, whoſe Gothic towers Not mg 
Awful emerge from yonder tufted bowers ; When 1 
Whoſe rafter'd hall the erouding tenants fed, He pier 
And dealt to age and want their daily bread: And ſet 
Where garter'd knights, with peerleſs beauties join Nor leſ 
At high and ſolemn feſtivals. have din'd 3. Of you! 
Preſenting oft fair virtue's ſhining taſk,, For poe 
In myſtic pageantries, and moral maſque. And or 
But vain all ancient praiſe, or boaſts of birth, Lon 
Vain all the palms.of old heroic worth! Hippol 
At once a bankrupt, and a. proſp'rous heir, Had qu 
Hilario bets---Park, houſe diſſolve in air. The mi 
With antique armour hung, high trophied rooms. Long li 
Deſcend to gameſters, proſtitutes, and grooms. And ki 
He ſees his ſteel-clad fires, and mothers mild, As blai 
Who bravely ſhook the lance, or ſweetly ſmil'd, His boſ 
All the fair ſeries of the whiſker'd race, Lo thei 
Whoſe pictur'd forms the ſtately gallery grace, Tempt: 
Debas'd, abus'd, the price of ill-got gold, Like a 
To deck ſome tavern vile, at auctions ſold. | Amid t 
The pariſh wonders at the unopening door, Suck'd 


The chimnies blaze, the tables groan no more. He call. 


Oms. 
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Thick weeds. around the untrodden courts. lite, 
And all the ſocial ſcene in, ſilence lies, 

Himſelf, the loſs. politely to repair, 

Turns atheiſt, fidler, highwayman, or player. 
At length, the ſcorn, the ſhame of man and God; 
Is doom'd to rub the ſteeds that once he rode. 

Ye rival youths, your golden hopes how vain, 
Your: dreams of thouſands on the liſted plain! 
Not more fantaſtic Sancho's airy courſe, 

When madly mounted on the magic horſe, 


He pierc'd heaven's opening ſpheres with dazzled eyes, 


And ſeem'd to ſoar in viſionary ſkies. 
Nor leſs, I ween, precarious is the meed; 
Of young adventurers, on the muſe's ſteed; 
For poets have, like you, their deſtin'd round; 
And ours is but a race on claſſic ground. 

Long time, ſoft ſon of patrimonial eaſe, 
Hippolitus had eat ſirloins in peace: 
Had quaff d ſecure, unvex'd by toils or wife, 
The mild October of a rural life: 
Long liv'd with calm domeſtic conqueſts crown dz 
And kill'd.his.game on ſafe paternal ground. 
As bland he puff'd the pipe o'er weekly news, 
His boſom .kindles with ſublimer views. 


Lo there, thx triumphs, Taaff, thy palms, Sa. 


Tempt him to reign the ſteed, and ſtake his ſtore... 
Like a new bruiſer on Broughtonic ſand, | 


| Amid the liſts our hero takes his ſtand; 


Suck'd by,the ſharper, to the peer a prey, 
Ke rolls his eyes that witneſs huge diſmay a 
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When lo! the chance of one unlucky heat 

Strips him of game, ſtrong beer, and ſweet retreat, 

How awkward now he bears diſgrace and dirt, 

Nor knows the poor's laſt refuge, to be pert. 

The ſhiftleſs beggar bears of ills the worſt, 

At once with dullneſs, and with hunger curſt. 

And feels. the taſteleſs breaſt equeſtrian fires! 

And dwells ſuch mighty rage in-graver *ſquires ?- 
In all attempts, but for their country, bold, 

Britain, thy conſcript counſellors behold; 

(For ſome perhaps, by fortune favour'd yet, 

May gain a borough, by a lueky bet,) 

Smit with the love of the laconic boot, 

The cap and wig ſuecinct, the ſilken ſuit, -. 

Mere modern Phaetons uſurp the reins, 

And ſcour in rival race New-market's plains... 

See ſide by fide, the jockey and Sir John, 

Diſcuſs the important point of fix to one. 

For oh, my muſe, the deep-felt bliſs how dear, 

How great the pride, to-gain a jockey's ear! 
See, like a-ronted hoſt, with headlong pace, 

Thy members pour amid the mingling race! 


— 


All aſk, what crowds the tumults could produce 


«Js Bedlam or the commons all broke looſe ? 


Such noiſe and nonſenſe, betting, damning, ſinking, 


Such emphaſis of oaths, and claret drinking! 
Like ſchook-boys freed, they run as chance directs, 


Proud from a well-bred thing to riſque their necks. . 


The warrior's ſcar not half ſo graceful ſeems, . 
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Go on, | 


hips ſhal] 
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Thy ſages. here, amid the admiring croud 
Adjudge the ſtakes, moſt eloquently loud: 


W With critic ſkill, o'er dubious bets preſide, 


The low diſpute, or kindle, or decide: 

All empty wiſdom, and judicious prate, 

Of diſtane'd horſes, gravely fix the fate, 

Guide the nice conduct of a daring match, 

And o'er th'equeſtrian rights, with care paternal watch. 
Mean time, no more the mimic patriots riſe, 

To guard: Britannia's honour, warm and wile : 

No more in, ſenates dare aſſert her laws, 

Nor pour the bold debate in freedom's eauſe: 
eglect the counſels of a ſinking land, 
\nd know no roſtrum, but New-market's ſtand. 

Are theſe the ſage directive powers deſign'd, 
With the nice. ſearch. of a ſagacious mind, 
In judgment's ſeales, the fate of realms to weigh, 
Pritaonia's intereſt, trade, and laws ſurvey ? 
0 ſay, when leaſt their ſapient ſchemes are croſt, 
Ir when a nation, or a match is loſt ? 

ho dams and fires with more exactneſs trace, 
Than of their country's kings the ſacred race: 
Think London journies are the worſt of ills, 
and ſet their hands to articles for bills: 
trangers to all hiſtorians ſage relate, 


Hheir's are the memoirs of the equeſtrian ſtate > 


Inſkill'd in Albion's paſt and preſent views, 

ho Qheny's records for Rapin peruſe. 

Go on, brave youths, till, in ſome. future age, 
hips ſhall become the ſenatorial badge z, «F564 
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0 MODERN POEMS 
Fill England fee her thronging ſenators 

Meet all at Weſtminſter, in boots and ſpurs; 
See the whole houſe, with mutual frenzy mad, 
Her patriots all in leathern breeches- elad; 

Of bets, for taxes, learnedly debate, 

And guide, with equal reins, a ſteed and ſtate. 

How would a virtuous Houhnhym neigh diſdain, 
Fo ſee his brethren brook the imperious rein; 
Bear flav'ry's wanton whip, or galling goad, 
Smoak thro' the glebe, or trace the deſtin'd road, 
And robb'd of manheod by the murd'rous knife, 
Suſtain-each ſordid toil of ſervile life; 

Yet ah, what rage would touch his gen'rous mind, 
Fo ſee his ſons of more than mortal kind; 
A kind, with each ingenuous virtue bleſt, 

That fills the prudent head, or valorous breaſt, 
Afford diverſion to that monſter baſe, 

That meaneſt ſpawn of man's half- monkey race; 
In. whom pride, avarice, ignorance conſpire, 
That hated animal, a-Yahoo-!ſquire. 

How are the adventurers of the Britiſh-race 
Chang'd from the choſen chiefs of ancient days; 
Who, warm'd with genuine glory's honeſt thirſt, 
Divinely labour'd in the Pythian duſt. 

Their's was the wreath that lifted from the throng, 
Their's was the Theban bard's recording ſong. 
Mean time, to manly emulation blind, 

Slaves to each vulgar vice that ſtains the mind, 
Our Britiſh Therons iſſue to the race, 

Of their own gen'rous courſers the diſgrace... 
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hat tho' the grooms of Greece ne'er took the odds, 
They won no bets---but then they ſoar'd to gods; 
And more an Hiero's palm, a Pindar's ode, 
Than all the united plates of George beſtow d. 
Greece! how I kindle at thy magic name, 
eel all thy warmth, and catch the kindred flame. 
Thy ſolemn ſcenes, and awful viſions riſe, 
ln ancient grace, before my muſing eyes. 
Here Sparta's ſons in mute attention hang, 
While ſage Lycurgus pours the mild haranguez 
There Xerxes' hoſts, all pale with deadly fear, 
Shrink. at her fated hero's flaſhing ſpear. | 
Here, hung with many a lyre of ſilver ſtring, 
The laureat walks of ſweet lliſſusꝰ ſpring : 
and lo where, rapt in beauty's heavenly dream, 
Hoar Plato walks his oliv'd Academe.--- 
Yet ah! no more the ſeat of art and arms 
Delights with wiſdom, or with virtue warms. 
Lo! the ſtern Turk, with more than Gothic rage, 
Has blaſted all the bays of ancient age; 
No more her groves by ſacred feet are trod, 
Each Attic grace has left the lov'd abode. 
Fallen is fair Greece! by luxury's pleaſing bane 
Seduc'd, ſhe drags a barbarous foreign chain. 
Britannia watch! O trim thy withering bays, 
Remember thou haſt rivall'd Graecia's praiſe, 
reat nurſe of works divine! yet oh ! beware 
Leſt thou the fate of Greece, my country, ſhare. 
Recal thy wonted worth with conſcious pride, 
Thou too haſt ſeen a Solon in a Hyde; 
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Haſt bade thine Edwards and thine Henrys rear, 
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With Spartan fortitude, the Britiſh ſpear; 
Alike haſt ſeen thy ſons deſerve the meed, 


Or of the. moral, or the martial deed. 
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XXXVIII. 
AN Zar men EN. HIGH LIFE. 


1 — 5 — . * N 


UE Backs had din'd, and FO in council ſat, 
Their wine was brilliant, but their wit grew flat. 
Up ſtarts his Lordſhip, to the window flies, 
\nd lo, A race, a race!” in rapture cries. 
„Where!“ quoth Sir John Why, ſee two drops 
of rain 
start from the ſummit of the eryſtal p pane 2: 
N A thouſand pounds, which drop with nimblet force 
' Performs its current down the lipp'ry courſe.” 
ſhe betts were fix d, in dire ſuſpenſe they wait 
or victory, pendent on the nod of Fate. 
ow down the ſaſh, unconſcious of the prize, 
The bubbles roll like pearls from Chloe's eyes; 
ut ah! the glitt' ring joys of life are ſhort ! 
ow oft two joſtling ſteeds have ſpoil'd the ſport ! 
o thus Attraction, by coercive laws, 
he approaching drops into one bubble draws; | 
ach curs'd his fate, that thus their project eroſs d: 
low hard their lot who neither won nor loſt! 
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Or bear 1 

XXXIX. when 

Or thoſe 

ON SOLITUDE. On M 
Er Geb doat on 1 roofs of If favs,” 9 hus let 1 

- And court the joys a ſplendid world can give, and it 
Whilſt I, retiring, ſeek-ſome lone retreat, ill death 
With thee, O heavenly Solitude, to live. And a1 


hen let 1 

No mic 
No pompc 
Nor mc 


Far, far from courts and grandeur let me rove, 
And, like ſome ſylvan power, delight to ſtray 
Ober verdant meads, and thro' the ſhady grove, 
Where artleſs ſhepherds tune the rural lay. 


Then when the morn, deſcending towards the deep, ut where 


: Gleams a faint luſtre o'er the dancing wave, In ſolen 
High let me fit upon ſome craggy ſteep, eneath th 
Whoſe rocky ides the riſing . lave. F And pe; 


| Thro' ſome lone cloiſter, at the midnight hour, 

Ott let my ſolitary footſteps tread, 

And view the waſte of time's all-conqu'ring power 
Amid the dreary manſions of the dead. 


Dr let me ſeek that deſart wild retreat, 

| Where Thracian Orpheus told his tale of woe; 
| Or where of old proud Athens held her ſeat, 

| And ſmooth lliſſus' filent waters flow. 
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or bear me to that fair Italian plain, 
Where ancient Arno rolls his ſilver tide; 

or thoſe cloſe ſhades where dwelt the Druid train, 
On Mona's heights, or Snowdon's ſhaggy ſide, 


Thus let me trace each ſolitary green, | 
And ſtray bewilder'd thro' each magic grove, 

ill death at laſt ſhall ſhift this mortal ſcene, 
And angels waft me to the ſeats above. 


hen let no-plumes adorn my fun'ral hearſe, 
No midnight torches gild the awful gloom, 

No pompous ſtrains of elegiac verſe, | 

Nor monumental marble deck my tomb: 


ut where * baleful yew or apts grows 
In ſolemn ſilence let my urn be laid, 

zeneath the ſpreading branches find repoſe, 
And peaceful ſleep among the ſilent dead. 


deep, 


M 2 
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FOR MR. WILLIAM HOGAR TH. 


ON A MONUMENT AT CHESWICK, 


AREWEL, great Painter of mankind, 
Who reach'd the nobleſt point of art; 
Whoſe pictur'd morals charm the mind, 
And thro' the eye correct the heart. 


If thou haſt genius, Reader, ſtay; 
If Nature touch thee, drop a tear; 
If neither move thee, turn away, 
For HodARTR's honowr'd duſt lies here. 
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That frien. 


Ind poor 1 


XL. I. 


THE LAWYER'S PRAYER. 


(9241 xo to tread the thorny ground, © 
Where few, I fear, are faithful found, 

Mine be the conſcience void of blame, 

The upright heart, the ſpotleſs name, 

The tribute of the widow's prayer, 

The righted orphan's grateful tear; 

To Virtue and her friends a friend, 

Still may my voice the weak defend: 

Ne'er may my proſtituted tongue: = 

protect the oppreſſor in his Wrong, 

Nor wreſt the ſpirit of the laws 

To ſanctify the villain's cauſe. 

Let others, with unſparing hand, 

Scatter their poiſon through the land; 

Inflame diſſenſion, kindle ſtrife, 

And ſtrew with ills the path of life. 

On ſuch her gifts let Fortune ſhower, 

Add wealth to wealth, and power to power, 

On me may fav'ring Heaven beſtow 

That peace which good men only know; 

The joy of joys, by few polſle(s'd, 

The eternal ſunſhine of the breaſt. 

Power, fame, and riches I reſign ;- 

The praiſe of honeſty be mine 

That friends may weep, the worthy ſigh, 

\nd poor men bleſs me when 1 die. : 

M 3 
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XLII. But how « 
SE 8 Then go | 


SHAPE alone let others prize, 
And features of the fair; 
L look for ſpirit in her eyes, 
And meaning in her air. 


A damaſk cheek, an iv'ry arm 
Shall ne'er my wiſhes win, © 
Give me an animated form, 
That ſpeaks a mind within. 


A ſoul where awful honour ſhines, 
Where ſenſe and ſweetneſs move,, 
And angel innocence refines. | 

The tenderneſs vf love. 
With power to heighten ev'ry joy, 
The fierceſt rage controul, 
Diffuſing mildneſs o'er the brow, 
And raptures thro' the ſoul. 


Theſe are the power of age « charms, 
Without whoſe vital aid, | 
Unfigiſh'd all her beauty ſeems, 
And all her roſes dead. 
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But how divinely ſhines the form, 
Where all theſe charms appear, 

Then go behold my Anna's face. 
And read them perfect there. 
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XIII. 


THE PARLIAMENT OF BEASTS, 


. 


OMEWHERE on one of Afric's plains, 
They ſay a certain lion reigns, 
Who, on a ſeaſon ſent for all 
The beaſts into his royal hall; 
There at his bidding they repair'd, 
When thus the king his mind declar'd. 


&« My lords and gentlemen, you know 


It is a long long while ago, 
Since laſt I call'd you to debate 
On the emergencies of ſtate ; 
The war in which we are engag'd 
Succeſsfully as yet we've wag'd, 
Jet l muſt aſk your farther aid, 
Our treaſury is much decay'd, 
Lou muſt then ways and means deviſe, 
And ſpeedily, to raiſe ſupplies. 
He ſpoke; the beaſts with loyal hearts 
Aſſur'd him they would do their parts; 


Nought ſhould be wanting to make known | 


Their ardour to defend the throne. 
Now what to tax was the affair, 
It could be neither hides nor hair, 


V 
What co 
The tyge 
The ſubſi 
Says he, 
Suppoſe 
T would 
And in tl 
Shall tax 
Thus non 
Shall *ſca 
Sir, qu 
Is wild; i 
One tax t 
A ſhorter, 
Tax virtue 
His own ſt 
And you 
The exche 


What could it be? the tyger roſe, 

The tyger would his thoughts diſcloſe. 

The ſubſidies requir'd, to raiſe, 

days he, there are not many ways. 

Suppoſe you lay a tax on vice, 

T would fill the exchequer in a trice. 

And in that caſe each of us ſtill 

Shall tax his neighbour, if you will. 

Thus none (for who from fault is free ?) 

Shall *ſcape; do this, and truſt to me. 
Sir, quoth the elephant, your heme ; 

Is wild; indeed it is, you dream. 

One tax the other's vices! No, 

A ſhorter, ſurer way to go, 

Tax virtues, and let each declare 

His own ſtock of em, tis but fair; 

And you ſhall find, or I'm a dunce, 

The exchequer will be fill'd at once. 
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XLIV. 


THE 


DEDICATION OF A FOUNTAIN. 


4 MASK OF SHEPHERDS, 
IN IMITATION OF RORSAR B. 
BY MR. JONES, 


CHIEF SHEPHERD. 


HEPHERDS, on other banks your flocks may play; 


Here native pearls enrich the velvet lawn, 
And lillies openingito the morning ray 
On their ſmooth cups reflect the purple dawn. 


Chorus, divide: give voice to every reed; 

See, on the level green your ſilent ſheep 

Crop the wild thyme, and near the riv'let feed, 

While the huſh'd gales in April's boſom fleep. 
SEMI-CHORUS, | 

Fountain, for ever may thy chryſtal ſtream 

O'er many an em'rald, many a diamond flow, 

May amethyſts, and opal's varied gleam 

Smile on thy ſands, and in thy waters grow. 


Ye ſpang] 
On the gr 
May no r 
Wind thr 


No cane, 

on this fe 
And oran 
And ſwee 


Drop not 
Ye fowls. \ 
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In the wic 
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Sweet Bree 
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Thro' the 
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.SEMI-CHORUS, : 
Ye ſpangled gold-fiſh; may no branch be roll'd 
on the green herbage, where in ſhoals you play; 
May no rude water-ſnake with ſinuous fold | 
Wind through your haunts, or on this margin ſtray, 
| SEMI-CHORUS.— 
N. vo cane, nor flag, nor pointed ruſh hall grow 
on this fair brink, where ſilver jeſſamine, 
And orange-flowers, and ſpicy balſams blow, 
And ſweet muſk-roſes knit in am'rous twine. 
 SEMI-CHORUS. 
Drop not thy tears, old willow, in this brook, 
Ye fowls. with gloſſy plumage ſport not here, 
And thou, O angler, whirl thy barbed hook 
ln the wide river, or a lake leſs clear. 
sEMi-c Hokus. 
ay; Nsweet CINE gentle gale; Aurora's child, 
rat court'ſt in od'rous vales the ſmiling Spring, 
Sport on this ſtream; and with ſoft dalliance mild 
Bathe in the wanton fount thy ſilken wing. | 
SEMI-CHORUS, 
Sweet Breeze, that wanton'ſt in the thiſtle's n 4, 
Or o'er the ripen'd citron's golden cheek, 
Thro' theſe fair wood-walks may thy voice be heard, 
—_ theſe damaſk flowers thy Jacinth ſeek. 
_ .SEMI-=CHORUS, X 
Ye aaa frogs; that near the purling ſpring, 
Couch'd on the moſs, of lowering ſkies complain, 
Near other ſtreams your ancient jargon ſing, 
The milder Naiads hate ſo barſh a ſtrain. 
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SE MI-CHORUS. 
Adder, and aſp, and toad with brazen eye, 
In yon' dark deſart find ſome hateful cell, 
Blind ſlow-worm, and thou, four-wing'd dragon- fly, 


Near other fountains, other flow 'rets dwell. 


SE MI-CHORUS. 
Sad Philomel her night-ſong warbles here, 
And the ſhrill Black- bird with its yellow bill, 
The Goldefinch chirps its ſylvan carols near, 


And the ſweet Wood- lark tunes its tremblipg quill, 


SEMI-CHORUS. | 
Davghter of air, ſweet Echo, that unſeen 
In the ſmooth concave. of thy ſecret ſhell, 
Lead'ſt the night-wand'rer o'er the chequer' green, 
Amid theſe verdant arbours ever dwell. 

SE MI-CHORUS, 
Ye Dryads, that within the-poplar's bark 
Strike heavenly. lutes, and join the nywpha»dance, 


| Leave for this rill your dreary manſion dark, 


And gliding thro! the paſſive air advance. 

| SE MI=CHORUS. -- 
Ye Water-nymphs, and ſiſters of the wood, 
Baſk on theſe-flowers, and on this border play, 
And hand in hand encircling round the flood, 
Dance to che Moon · beams till the dawning day. 

sEMi-enonuvs. 

Eye of the day, O Sun, whoſe beaming light 
Flies and purſues hy turns the ſcatter'd gloom, 
Shine here, that no hoar-froſt, mil-dew, or blight 
Cockle the ſhrubs, and curl the farivel'd bloom. 


Moon, © 
Night's : 
Here ſhe 
Admire 1 


Star-ligh 
Sport wil 
And the 
Sleep on 
. © 
Now, ſac 
Crown'd 
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: SEMI-CHORUS. 8 5 
Moon, o'er theſe groves, and o'er this fountain paſs, 
Night's arbitreſs, pale regent of the ſtreams, 
fly, nere ſhed thy dew, and in this wat'ry glaſs, 
Admire thy arching horns and ſilver beams. 
,* © SEMI-CHORUS,/" 7 7 
Star-light, when humming gnats and rear-mice rude 
Sport wildly flutt ring in thy glimm'ring ray, 
And the gray miſt glides twiſting o'er the wood, : 
aill, Nsleep on this brook, and on the Tun play | 
it SEMI-CHOR Us. 
Now, facred n this Vaſe of esa 
Crown'd to thy name with chearful hand we fill, 
So may thy charms in our wild carols ſhine 
More ſplendid than Blanduſia's glaſſy Rilll. 
| CHIEF SHEPHERD: 8 
Swains, pipe no more: but let our lambs be bears 
Now crimſon evening paints the tufted grea ves 19 1 
Night's tapers dance along the mme, 
And cooler breezes _ the ber v leaves. 
7 ITE NS 2751 1:05 2155 
_ at bluſh of i e band | 
ro many an harp and many a flute hall pla, 
And ſing and wanton o!erithe flowery land, 
Till the pale Creſcent ſhed her ener on 
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| BY MR PENROSE, | 
5 9218115 rin Si itt Jet 2117 5 Rough 
WELL the clarion, ſweep the ſtring, On Th 
Blow into rage the muſe's fires! 1 Wild r 
All thy anſwers, Echo, bring, , The fe. 
Let wood and dale, let rock and valley riog, (Rage 
e IE e (62000Y b ; in rage he 

Hail, at Madneſs; bail! i 465% 1 

Thy realm extends, thy dne e No ple: 
Far as the voyager ſpreads his *ventrous ſail. All for 
Nor beſt nor wiſeſt are IS from pee Connub 
n eren 10 N .o ſympat 

| ; 4 4! N E 74% 453-4; nt 
Hark 3 aſtoniſh'd ear SIC 26494 by 
| The gale conveys a ſtrange tumultuous found. Not ſo t 
{ _ They now approach, they now i: : By too 1 
*W Phrenzy leads her chorus near, Her gen 
And demons dance 3 1b £61 Put ſlightec 
Pride Ambition idly vain, : She yet 
Revenge, and Malice ſwell her train, — 4 


Devotion warp'd Affection croſt— 
Hope in Diſappointment loſ. 
And injur'd Merit with a downcaſt eye, 
(os by Neglect) low ſtalking heedleſs *. 


Loud the ſhouts of Madneſs riſe, 
Various voices, various eries.·— © / 
Mirth, unmeaning - cauſeleſs moans, / | 

Burſts of laughter, —heart-felt groangs 

All ſeem to ph _ 2 — | 
Rea an this en wave, „er roars 0 
On Thule's deſert ſnores, 1 
Wild raving to the e ane e 
The fetter d Maniac foams along. 
(Rage the burthen of his jarring ſong) © 


pope args c TE LETS TREG 1 7 2 ſai 
No e ae Wa ate 
All former ſcenes of dear delight, 
Connubial love parental joy - 
o ſympathies like theſe his ſoul employ. 


zt all is dack within, al furious lack arb. 


8 1 0 
1e ow lane 


Not ſo the ae maid, | 

By too much tenderneſs betray d: ; 
Her gentle breaſt no angry paſſion fires, ---- 
But cons vows r ny ene aa 22 


She yet retains ei e 3 

All but in eee 
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Dim haggard looks, and-clouded o'er with care, 
Point out to pity's e dun UII fair. | 


Dead to the world her fondeſt-wiſhes croſt, 
She mourns herſelf thus _ eee 


Now, ſadly gay, of e paſt f e ee 


Now, penſive, ruminates unutterable things. 


She ſtarts — ſhe flies who dares ſo rule 

On her ſequeſtrate ſteps intrudle· 
*Tis he— the Momus of the _—_ train 

Merry miſchief fills his brain. 155 9 * 


Blanket - rob'd, „. airy of 51241 4 


The mimic monarch ſkips around BY , 
Big with conceit of dignity he ſmiles, 


And plots his ale quaint, and unſuſpeded wiles.— 


1 25 * $6 12 


Laughter was eee mack chat groan, 
Drawn from the inmoſt ſoul )!! 


Give the knife, demons, or the poiſas'd-bowl, — 


« To finiſh miſeries equal to your own,” — 


N. 1 HH" 12411 6 Wy Ws of 4 
HSM neil IHE Us {70377 


Who's this wretch, with horror wild? 


— — =” Tis Devotion” 8 rain'd child 45} 


sunk in the emphaſis of grief, AF 
Nor can he feel, nor dares he . relief, 
Thou, fair e ous — a, TI 
Duteous daughter of the ſkies, - +: !- 

To warm and cheer hehe, 

To make men happy, good, and wile. 


get ! | 


To pe 
Atter 
The. 
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Firſt ſhey 
Till“ 
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Drawi 
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ut ah 
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Nature 
Protra« 
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* To point, where ſits in love array'd 
Y Attentive to each ſuppliant call, 
The God of univerſal aid, 

The God the Father of us all. 


Firſt 3 by im * slow d hs: gracious ſcene, 
Till Superſtition, ſiend of woe, 
Bade doubts to riſe, and tears to * 

And ſpread deep ſhades our view and heaven between. 


? Drawn by her pencil the Creator en TY 
| (His beams of mercy thrown aſide). 
With thunder arming his dn hands, 
And hurling vengeance wide. 
Hope, at the frown aghaſt, yet ling's ring, . | 
And daſh'd on Terror's rocks, Faith's beſt dependanee 
lies. | | 


Il, hut ah !---too thick thy baton cloſe the throv 
Objects of pity and affrigtt !l— _ 
\- Wpare farther the deſcriptive e 
Nature ſhudders at the ſight. 


Protract not, curious ears, the iN tale, 


* 
* 
| 
f Y 
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but 0'er the hapleſs group low drop Compaſſion . veil, 
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The vivifying April ſhower © 
Kind nouriſher of herb and flower. 


Gay in the morning of the e 7 elt e 


Blooming, of animated air, 


On every hill and valley green, 
Now active Induſtry is feen. 
er treſſes gracefully confin'd 


Ne'er frolic with the wanton wind: 


Simply in ruſſet veſture dreſs'd; 
No lilies languiſh on her breaſt. 
Remote from oriental plains 


Where Pan with fauntering ALE reigns 


Where amaratriths for ever bloom 


Yielding the zephyr ſoft perfume, © t 


In climes that flaky ſows adorn 


Was Induſtry, meck goddeſs, born. 


Remote in northern regions wild 


From Wiſdom ſprung the ſmiling child + 


Fell Want her ſire; a wight ſevere, 
His brow ſtill charaQer'd with care: 
Who long in many a barren vale 
Pour'd rueful his inceſſant wail, 


1 

Till the 
The deſ 
When ſt 
Compaſſ 
With he 
Benigni) 
She ſhon 
Were ki. 
She ſhon 
With ler 
Whet 
Goddeſs 
Gay Hof 
Aye ſpot! 
And cla. 
With bu 
Content! 
And rud 
A wood- 
Can Car 
And art! 
His wrat 
Inven 
The rura 
The vine 
The hap 
The reap 
With he: 
From the 
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Till the appointed era roſe, M7; Eeod Hit 


The deſtin'd period of his woes 
When ſhedding faſt the filial tear 
Compaſſionate his offspring fair, 

With heavenly Jight, her motlier's deen 


Benigoly on his boſom one. Ui 5 22 


She ſhone — the extacies of Joy?» ot, 

Were kindled in his grateful eye: 

She ſhone—and all the flinty field 7 

With lenient herbs and blofloms ſmil'd, N22 
Where' er thy jovial en are on aa 2 | 

Goddeſs of animated mien, 

Gay Hope, a youth in Beba 0 young © n 

Aye ſportive at thy ſide appears, 

And clad in rainbow looſe array, 

With budding roſes ſtrews thy way. 

Contentment too, of ſparkling' *. | 

And ruddy hue, is ever nigh: 

A wood-nymph whoſe alluring mile 

Can Care's collected frown beguile, 

And artleſsly, with accents ſmooth, 

His wrath and menac'd terrors ſooth, 
Inventive Power! to'thee we owe 

The rural arts, the furrowing plow, 

The vineyard, and the cultur'd field, 

The happineſs our harveſts yield, 

The reapers ſong, the autumnal feaſt, 

With health and temperance duly bleſs'd, 

From thee we have the kindly roof, 

When winter rages, tempeſt proof; 


The cheerful board, the ns beef 
And rural hoſpitable mirth. 

Inventive Power, to thee we owe 
The ſwelling ſail, the ventrous prow. 
That boldly ſtems the impetuous tides, 
And o'er the billowy ocean rides. 
O be thy praiſe for ever ſun g 
From thee bold Independence ſprung. 
Aſpiring high thy ſpirit broke 
The bondage of the feudal yoke: 
Bade man his native powers exert, 
His high prerogatives aſſert, 
And ſcorn and reprobate the mw 
That juſtifies deſpotic-power. -/ | 
The Gothic lords beheld with pain, - 
Thy navies bounding o'er the main, 
With pain thy thriving cities ſaw, 
And progreſs of thy equal law, 
Nor dar'd thy influetice.oppoſe, n 
For bright thy radiant ſtar aroſee | 
And Independence came confeſt 
Redoubted champion of the weſt. 
Inventive Power, to thee we owe. 
The rural arts, the ventrous prow 2: - 
O be thy praiſe for ever ſung ! | 
From thee bold Independence ſprung, 
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AN FLEGIAC BALLAD. 


x mountains ſo dreary and dread, 


To whom I ſp often repair. 


Cd EL3 L 


In pity fall down on my haſd;c:s bios mot 


And ſnatch me at once from deſp ai. 


„ 4 £4 4 £ \ 7 * I a * . = 
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In mercy, ye ſkies, to my woes, 


Let your thunders avengingly roll, 


And death kindly huſh to repoſe 
The Etna that burſts on my. ſaul· 


* 
1 , 
es | $44 (3 ft * 4 # 
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Twelve moons have I ſcarcely been wed, 
And honour'd with Beverly's a 


Yet how has the conjugal bed ad m'1 


Been . in n and ce 


132 10 4 SET. FAN 18221 
Wn 


To the fondeſt My worthies eds 


All ſpotted and petjur'd I ftandz 4 1255 V7 
And this ring, which once ſwore to my trutn, 


Now deadens, thro' guilt, on my hand. d i 
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Perdition quick fall on the hour 
That firſt I ſaw Clerimont's face, 

And fatally gave him a power 
To plunge me in endleſs diſgrace. 


From Time's ſwiftly ſilvering wing 
This inſtant O let it be torn; 
And pluck from remembrance a fting, 

Too bitter by ou to ain den 


once white as ha moon's ht ray, 
This boſom could conſciouſly: heave | 


Deſpiſe every thought to betray, - 
And deteſt ory: with to deceive. 


Once crown'd widh:cowtratment amd reſt, | 


My days held the happicſt race; 
And the night ſaw-me equally bleſt, 
In my gy" 8 net ee e 


| But now, one nk Auile, 


I'm hackney'd in falſehood and any. 
And teach every glance of my eyes 
To conceal every wiſh of hg bean. 5 


14 * , * 


To meet with poog * Beverly's — 


What tranſport appears in my et 2015 | | 
Tho' his breaſt; once the pillaw of bliſs, 


Swells only with death and deſpair. 
x 


If a look 
Im fi 
And Cle 
Wher 


Great Ri 
Whor 
Let duty 
Wher 


Yet how 
For p: 
When ev 
Behol, 


Nay, no\ 
My co 

This Cle 
And i 


Diſtractic 
And ſ 
For natu1 
This 1: 
Let Merc 
I dare 
For unleſ 


is b 


If : n is by accident caught, 
m fill d with-a thouſand-alarmyz -: 
111 Clerimont fires every thought, 
When I melt een in Beverly's arms, 


Great Ruler of all things above, 
Whom Father of Meroies we nenen 
Let duty direct me to love 


Where reaſon compell my egen. id 210; 


oy wow, "$1 


Yet how to thy aaa! ſhall 1 PROP 
For pardon, how can I Sn - 
When every renewal of ſuͥnn.n 

Beholds a renewal of ſhame? . 


* 08 


* * 3 * 7 


Nay, now while the guilt 1 deteſt, 


This Clerĩimont grows on my breaſt, 
And inſenſibly twiſts owns the nen 
Diſtraction, this inſtant an a Jef 75 

And ſeize the leaſt atom of es 
For nature no longer can bear | 
This incredible 25 of pain "= 


{6&5 \ 7 


244 


e 


++ ral 


Let 8 eee its own time, 


For unleſs! I deſiſt from my erime, n 
[Tis blaſphemy ſurely: to pray. 


= 7 1 * 


My conſcience ſo dreadfully wrings 


I dare not look upward that way; 
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out here fond youth, whoeber thou be 
That boaſts to love as well as me, 
And if thy breaſt have felt fo wide a wound, 
Come hither and thy flame appro ve; 
Il teach thee what it is to love, 
And by what marks true paſſion may be found. 


8 3 = 8 
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It is to be all bath'd in tears 
To live upon a ſmile for years, 
To lie whole ages at a beauty's feet; 
To kneel, to languiſh and iwplore, f 
And till tho? ſhe diſdain, adores 
It is to do all this and think thy aer daten. 


d 68901 83292 THUGS) 


. 


It is to gaze upon her eyes 

With eager joy and fond ſur prize, 
Yet temper'd with ſuch chaſte and awful fear 

As wretches feel who wait their - oi , 

Nor muſt one ruder thought preſune 


Tho? but i in whiſpers breath'd, to meet her ear. 


It is to hope, tho? hope were pct | ton * 
Tho! heaven and earth thy paſſion croſty : 
Tho! ſhe were bright as fainted queens above, 
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And thou the leaſt and meaneſt ſwain 
That folds his flock upon the plain, 
Yet if thou dar'ſt not hope, thou doſt not love. 
It is ts quench thy joy in tears, 
To nurſe ſtrange doubts and groundleſs fears; 
If pangs of jealouſy thou haſt not proy d, 
Tho' ſhe were fonder and more true 
Than any nymph old poets drew, 
Oh never dream again that thou haſt 100 d. 


If when the darling waid.j is gone, Laer 4 | 
Thou doſt not ſeek to be wach »aTÞ id 
Wrapt-in a pleaſing trance of tender Woes: ,'- #424 lt gt f 
And muſe, and fold thy languid wn) dll ö 
Feeding thy fancy on her charms, f =. I | 
Thou doſt not love, for love is nouriſh'd ſo, - amd} vid 
t. If any n bates; * ADS ARE 12 4 V 
1 _ But thoſe which love has planted ther, - 
Or any cares but his thy breaſt enthral, | 3 My 4 

Thou never yet his power haſt knowng ente -i4 

Love its on a deſpotic throne, . | = 

And rejgns a n if he Figns: at Mk. 


: Now if thou art f de thing. : e 3 
1 Here all thy tender ſorrows 8 1 7 k | I 

I And prove whoſe patience longeſt can endures * 14 

Well ftrive whoſe fancy ſhall be loſt | 
£% In dreams of fondeſt paſſion moſt, 148 

For if thou thus haſt lov'd, oh! never 3 a cute. 

a 0 
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XII,. 
7 4 B LE TAI X. 
A FRAGMEN r. 
Written in the Year 1747 


ur, Sir, if theſe accounts are true, 
The Dutch have mighty things in views 3 

The Auſtrians I admire French beans, | | 
Dear Ma'em, above all forts of greens, — 
They ſay the Pruffian ſchemes are quaſh'd— 
Oh Ma'em, tis admirably haſh'd— 
Some pepper—and I hear Argyle 
A little vinegar and oil 
But that, perhaps, is all a jeſt, 81 « 


She cal 
I think 
Ventur 
The ni 
Oh, I. 
Me hel 
My fiſt; 
Her pin 
And ſo! 
The ſou 
Threw 
She's go 
Oh, no, 
(Your h 
A whol; 
Of Mrs, 


Dear Mi 


To me a 
How Mr 


Ma'em, which you pleaſe—which you like beſt, Sir, A little 


I think green peaſe—if underſtood 


The grand duke's ſchemes—are lovely good 


Mix'd, Mr. John — will humble France — 


Sir, your good health but that's a chance 

Miſs Harriot's vaſtly grown, Ma 'em why, 

So her papa thinks. Mrs. Fry 

Is out of patience - Ma' em, a piece 

Of e her little niece, 

They're both year's children — John, ſome bread i 


But Harriot's taller by the head 


O! Mrs. 
Pray, M 
Some fay 
ith cap 
She can't 
ontinue 
o! carp 
Above al, 
trifling 
every a 


Sir. 


ad 
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zhe came from ſchool, * let me ſee, ; 

| think *twas—almond flummery, 

Venture to taſte it, Mr. Sea - 

The night that Garrick play'd King Lear. 

Oh, I remember !— Deareſt Ma'em, let 

Me help you——when he acted Hamlet 

My ſiſter Aſhburnham had on 4 

Her pink and filver—Hark'ee, John— 

And ſome rude rabble from the gallery— 

The ſoup taſtes delicate of celery— _ 
Threw'God knows what upon her geeve 

She's got it out, Ma' em, I perceive. 88 
Oh, no, Ma em ſhe was forc d to buy l any 
(Your humble ſervant, Deb 3 A! | 


A whole new breadth—we had ſuch ſport | | | 


Of Mrs. Vokes in Old Round court. VEE 
Dear Mrs. Chatwell, have you heard— — 9112 i | 
To me a teal's a better bird r at 
How Mrs. Branche's cauſe goes on? Ht 4 Wh at 
A little water Mr. John  _ 1 75 | 
0! Mrs. Branche! [ can't abide her Ha ot Puts þ 
Pray, Mr, James, a glaſs of cyder— - FE 
Some ſay—4 little butter mix d FV | 
ith capers— ſhe is ſo unfix'd, _ „ 4 
She can't —eats moſt delight ful i in it ST 1 ' | ; 
ontinue in a mind one minute.— ,. * 14 
o! carp, Ma'em, is and ſo we ſee | | 
\bove all ſorts of fiſh to me— | 
triflingneſs - you knew Tom' 5 wiſe— 
a every action of her life— 
Q 2 


us MODERN POE M Ss. 


Tom Branche's wife I knewW— another 
Potatoe, if you pleaſe and e 2 

His mother Mr. Oldham ſpeaks, 
John, don't you hear — within three weeks 
After —theſe eggs 1 always poach— 
Was overturn'd in York ſtage- coach — 
And Mrs. Mixon, as for her— — 


Miſs, your good health, Ma'em yours, good Sir, — 


She went to Perth poor ſoul, it cry'd 
And ran to me—and there ſhe dy* 3 


Poor little ſoul! Ma'em, ſome of thoſe - 


And did it hurt its little noſe! 


Yes, Ma'em, it bled—I chuſe a wing, 


Sir, you are quite —like any thing. 
But, Doctor, if the noble duxe 


Take out that ſuew'r there to the cox — | 


Should trounde Monſieur, I'm bold to fay— 
A little ſweet-bread, Mrs. Day— 7 888 
That *tis impoſſible the Dutch 

Ma'em, if you pleaſe, not quite ſo much 


Refuſe to aſſiſt. Ves, Ma'em, but ſpices 


Improve it vaſtly—at this criſts— 


Good gracious! He's a dreadful jobſter— 


Ma'em, I prefer one inch of lobſter— 
He piec'd my habit all in dabs— 
At any time to twenty crabs— 

Oh! I'd forgot—they're lovely rabbits, 


Dear Ma'em !—but now you mention habits, 

Miſs Drawbfidgt Tour good health, Miſs Perkin 

Has got the fearful'ſt frightfulſt jerkin, | 
1 b 


It look 
Miſs J. 
No, nc 
Snuff a 
The aſ 
John, 
Why, 1 
Folks t 
Tho” 't 
Ma'em 
But apt 
At ſucl 
Dear M 
My dau 
It rain? 
He and 
So tas : 
Sure, J. 
You ſau 
Yes, M. 
Had loſ 
I really, 
| pity'd 
Give M 
But poo 
No, Ma 
For our 


We all 


Are mig 


The win 
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It It look'd fo tarniſh'd and fo old — 5 


Miſs Jewkes, I hope you've caught no cold 3 
No, not at all, Ma'em Fetch the cheeſe i in 


Snuff always did ſet me a ſneezingj - 
The aſſociation's form d we hear— 
John, mix a little ale and beer 


Why, really, Mal em, - your health, Miſs Baye | 


OY talk on't many different-ways— 


o* *tis a caſe that I'm no judge in— , 


Wy em, I'm prodigtous fond of gudgeon 

But apt to prate—they're fine ſtew'd pears 
At ſuch a juncture of affairs. 

Dear Ma'em, you've heard how Squire Bodling 
My daughter Ford. admires a codling— 

It rain'd fo dreadfully could not go, 

He and Miſs. James, and Mrs. Sloe,, 

So fas as Tewkeſbury laſt week— 

Sure, John, you heard Miſs Idle ſpeak ! 

You ſaw Miſs Drawbridge, Ma'em, laſt Sunday? 
Yes, Ma'em, E did! and Mrs. Monday 

Had loſt her parrot— Pray, Ma'em, how? 

I really, Ma'em, can't tell, I vow 

| pity'd the poor creature's fate 

Give Mrs. Dykes a china plate— 


f But poor Miſs. Drawbridge will run wild 


No, Ma'em, our cream is always boil'd 
For our part, Ma'em, I can't but ſay 


We all—make haſte and take away— 


Are mighty fond of ſlip-ſlops—bring 


The wine and fruits—Ma'em, Church and King 


O 2 


164 M U DE R N POEMS. 
Miſs, ſhall I help you? Sir, I beg— 

Sir, there's enough —Ma'em, ſiſter Peg 

Is well, but George has hurt his leg: 

My aunt was in a'veh*ment. fright— 


His left leg, Ma'eini-—No, Ma'em, his richt 


Poor Maſter Georgy - Ma'em, I hope | 
NS, Ma'em, he's with my uncle Cope, 

And is as lively and as briſk | | 
As—Ma'em, do (RES game. at White 


Ry 


5 


| i 
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AR in the windings\df's vale, © 
Faſt by a ſheltering wood, 
The ſafe retreat of health and peace, 
An humble cottage ſtood. | 
There beauteous EMMA flouriſb d fair 
Beneath a mother's eye, 
Whoſe only wiſh on earth was now 
To ſee her bleſt, and die. 
The ſofteſt blufh that nature ſpreads. 
Gave colour to her cheek ; 
Such orient. colour ſmiles thro' heaven 
When May's ſweet mornings break. 
Nor let the pride of great ones ſcorn 
This charmer of the plain; 
That ſun which bids their diamond eng. 
To deck our lilly deigns. © 
Long had ſhe fir'd each youth with love, 
Each maiden with defpair; 
And tho” by all a wonder own'd,. 
Yet knew not ſhe was fair. 


Till Eowin came; the pride of ſwains,, 0330 


A ſoul that knew no art, 
And from whoſe eyes ſerenely mild, 
Shone forth the feeling heart. 
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A mutual flame was quickly caught, 
Was quickly too reveal'd; 
For neither boſom lodg'd a wiſh, 
Which virtue keeps conceal'd. 
What happy hours of heartfelt Miſs, 
Did love on both beſtow! 

But bliſs too mighty long to laſt, 
Where fortune proves a foe, 

His ſiſter who like envy form'd, 
Like her in miſchief joy'd, 

To work them harm, with wicked ut 
Fach darker art employ'd. 

The father too, a. ſordid man, 
Who love nor pity knew, 

Was all unfeeling as the rock 
From whence his riches grew. 

Long had he ſeen their mutual flame, 
And ſeen it. long unmov'd; 

Then with a father's frown at laſt, 
He ſternly diſapprov'd. 

In EpwiIx's gentle heart a war 
Of differing paiſions ſtrove ; 3 

His heart which durſt not diſobey, | 


Yet could not ceaſe to love. 3 


Deny'd her fight, he oft behind 
The ſpreading hawthorn crept, , 
To ſnatch a glance, to mark the ſpot: 
Where Emma walk'd and wept. 
Oft too in Stanemore's wintry walte,, 
Bencath the moonlight thade, 


In ſigh 
The 
His che 
Ad 
So fade 
Beſc 
The pa 
Hun 
And w 
And 
Tis pa 
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Let the 
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And 
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In ſighs to pour his ſoften' 4 foul 
The midnight mourner fray.” 
His cheeks, where love with beauty glow'd, 
A deadly pale o'ercaſt; ; 
So fades the-freſh roſe in its prime, | F 
Beſore the northern blaſt. n 
The parents now, with late remorſe, 
Hung o'er his dying bed, 
And weary'd heaven with fruitleſs prayers, 
And fruitleſs ſorrows ſhed. 
'Tis paſt, he ery'd, but, if your ſouls 
Sweet mercy yet can move. 
Let theſe dim eyes once more behold 
What they muſt ever love. 
She came; his cold hand ſoftly touch'd, 
And bath'd with many a tear; 
Faſt falling o'er the primroſe pale 414 
So morning dews appear. | 
But oh ! his ſiſter's jealous care 
(A cruel ſiſter ſhe!) 
Forbade what Emma came to ſay, 
My Evpwin, live for me. 
Now homeward as ſhe hopeleſs went, 
The church-yard path along, 
The blaſt blew cold, the dark owl ſcream'd, 
Her lover's fun'ral ſong. 
Amid the falling gloom of night, 
Her ſtartling fancy found 
In every buſh his hovering ſhade, 
His groan in every ſound, 
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Alone, appall'd, thus had ſhe paſt 
The viſionary vale, 

When lo! the death-bell ſmote her ear, 
Sad ſounding in the gale. 

Juſt then ſhe reach'd, with trembling 3 
Her aged mother's door; 1 f. 

He's gone, ſhe cry d, and I ſhall ke 
That angel face no more. 

I feel, I feel this breaking heart 
Beat high againſt my ſide: 

From her white arm down ſunk her 8 
She ſhiver” d, "ew d, and died. 
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BY CAPTAIN PETRIE®, 
oT like the rooted plants that grow 
On Tweed's green bank or Cheviot's brow, 
1s man's immortal ſoul; f 
Where'er the Almightyꝰs plaſtic ee 
His billows rolls, or ſpreads his land, 
It flies from pole to pole. 
Not ſlumb'ring in the vale of peace, 
In ſelfiſh and inglorious eaſe, 890 
Delights the nobler mind: 
Whoe'er aſpires to laurel'd deeds, 
ike + Forbes lives, or | Grenville bleeds, 
The ſervant of * Mankind. 


* This gentleman was born in the north of Scot- 
land, had his education at the Marſhal College in 
\berdeen, and recommended himſelf, ſingly by his 
pn merit, to the late D. of Montague, maſter of the 
Ordnance, who men 288 with 1 favour and 
riendſhip. | 
+ Lord Preſi dent of the: Court of Seſſion in Scot» 
and. 
Captain Grenville. 
I 
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Let not warm-blooded youth be found 
In Pleaſure's flowery fetters bound, | 
Or Sloth's enchanted bed: 

The temples rev'rend Time hath ſnow'd, 

The forehead Public Toil hath plow'd, 
Claim and adorn a ſhade. . . 
Whether I freeze in Belgian ſnow, 
Or in Barbadoes ſummer glow, 
Avaunt, each partial care! 
Still let me various nature ſean, | 
The world's my home, my brother man, 
And God is every where. | 
But let me wander, let me dwell 
In camps, in cities, ar a cell, 
o Genius of the Lyre! 

Be preſent ſtill, with. Attic ſtrains, 
To wake my pleaſures, ſooth my pains, - 
And moral lays ioſpire. _ 

My friend! | not all the ſeas that roar 
Ewan Albion's hills and India's ſhore, 
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Nightly by old 5 Cephiſus' ſtreams, 
Enraptur'd with Platonic dreams, 
I meet your tuneful mind, 
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Row the head thou lily fair, . 

Bow the head in mournful guiſe ; 
vickly turn thy ſhining white, = © 
Bend thy ſtalk and never riſe. 


Shed thy leaves thou lovely roſe, 

Shed thy leaves ſo ſweet and gay; ; 
Spread them wide on the cold carth, _ 
Quickly fet them fade away. 8 55 


Fragrant woodbine all untwine, 

Ill unt wine from yonder bower; SHY 

Drag thy branches on the ground, 
_.. Þtain with duſt each tender flower. 


or, woe is me! the gentle knot, 
That did in willing durance Bind N 
My Exua and her happy fwaing © 
y cruel death is now untwin' '. 


er head with dim half - cloſed eyes,, 

s bowed upon her breaſt of now; 

And cold and faded are thoſe cheeks, 

Phat wont with chearful red to glo w. 
P 
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And mute is that harmonious voice, 
That wont to breathe the ſounds of love; 
And lifeleſs are thoſe beauteous limbs, 5 
That with ſuch caſe and grace did move. 


And 1 of all my bleſs bereft, . 
Lonely and ſad muſt ever moan; 
Pead to each joy the world can give, 
Alive to memory alone. | 
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CRIES Nev to his neighbours, as onward they preſt, Implori 


Conveying his wife to her place of long reſt, 
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© Take, friends, I beſeech you, a little more leiſure, The ref 


« For why thould we thus, make a toil of a pleaſure. 


LIV. 
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ON AN INDOLENT MAN. 


HERE lies Joun Tnomson, reader 9 | 


And if thou can'ſt, pray wh ph 
He doz'd an idle life away; 
And then — fell faſt aſkep. 


Begs 


The lab 


Tho 
he lau 
Prom 
et, lull 
Begin 


\like th 


Agha 
he hoa 
Shrin 


A eee — 


MODERN POEMS, uw. 


40), 


< : + 


"1 2 . 


year als the life, ſo ate] by mankind, 
What are the pleaſures of thy happieſt day ? 
1A gaudy meteor dancing on the wind, 
Admir'd while fleeting like the ſmoke away. 
Is then exiſtence deem'd ſo great a good, 
That every thought of death ſhould teem with dread, 
Even bo the wretch depriv'd of friend and food, 5 
Who wrings from charity his bitter bread ? 
Is it that man attempts with eager claſp, 
To hold the preſent, doubtful of his doom; 
IImploring reſpite at his lateſt gaſp, 
And -ſhock'd with horror at the yawning tomb? 
leiſure The reſtleſs monarch, toſs d in ſtorms of ſtate, 
aſure. Begs the continuance of his regal toil : 
The lab'ring hind implores a longer date, 
Tho' doom'd with ſweating brow to till the ſoil, 
he laurel'd chief, train'd up in war's alarms, 
Prompt in th*enſanguin'd field to yield his breath; 
ct, lull'd in peace and bleſs'd with beauty's charms, 
Begins to tremble at the approach of death. 
\ like the vigorous youth and blooming maid,  / 
Aghaſt, behold the griſly king advance; 
he hoary ſire and hag with eild decay'd, ; 
Shrink from the blow and tremble at his lance. 
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But happy he whom conſcious virtue gives 

A foul ſerene, a firm, undaunted mind; 
In hope ſecure, contentedly he lives; 

And when his fate demands him, dics reſign d. 
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ON A YOUNG GENTLEMAN. 


BY MR. RYAN, 


His foul des We: for mortals too fa. 


And gain'd, in heaven, aſſociates of re f 


Es P., # 2 1950 Pp. 2 
on A YOUNG LADY. 
BY Tue SAME. 


HERE Prorne' O aſhes in the duſt are laid 3: | 
To heaven, her home the ſpotleſs ſpirit fled: 
There to rejoice, and ſuffer pain no more. 
But we have loſt her, and our loſs deplore : 

For ſhe was gentle, modeſt, peerleſs fair !— 

Ye wha love merit—ye will ſhed a tear. 
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